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mi HAV TO HELL 

by 

Ro£5a. Oaccioppo 


"V&fBonal 'Log, Dr. Leanard McCoy, Star'dcxta 23S3.3 

"It ■ia Very difficxiZt to deact'ihc e-scactZy Mhat happened, and 
hoijj -it happened, hut th-is vjob the one time in my life Mhen 1 \jjass 
tr'xj.ly afraid that there vjoiildn't he any more tomorrows for ua. " 


The image of the wreck occupied the whole main screen on the 
bridge. It was only 15,000 miles from the Enterprise; still, its 
dimensions were tremendous. Before it the Starfleet vessel looked 
like a mouse compared with an elephant. It was composed of a 
cylindrical body from which extended two large platforms with domes 
and spheres, all of them connected by gigantic metal tubes. 

^'Change angle,** ordered Kirk calmly, but without diverting hie 
eyes from the screen. 

Lt. IThura flicked some buttons on her console and obeyed. The 
image changed, and the alien wreck showed its bow almost 
threateningly; its outside structure looked damaged. 

**DimensionB, Mr. .SpockV** The Captain* a cool voice broke the 
dismayed silence. 

**Length, 7.^ miles; width, /J.. 6 miles; height, 720 metres; 
weight, /to 10 o ton.s.** The First Officer announced the data 
distinctly and slowly, without any trace of emotion. His voice 
faded into a heavy silence, broken only by the tick of the 
instruments. 

**aood heavens!’* exclaimed McCoy, widening hia blue eyes. 

Kirk stood up and looked aside. The doctor swallowed, gazing 
at tile screen. 

*'lt's incredible!’* A choking comment came from the engineering 
station. Scott wa.3 the best engineer in Starfleet, and one had to 
believe him. 

"Unbelievable, but true,” replied Kirk, keeping his usual calm. 

Spook was bent over the small monitor at his console, reading 
the data that the sensors were picking up. A line of lights was 
flashing, while an almost imperceptible sound continued until a 
readout appeared on the screen. Spook studied it, pressed a lever, 
and some mathematical formulae appeared on the monitors above him. 

He pivoted his chair, facing Kirk. 

**Captain,*' he called, *’I am picki.ng up life-form readings 
aboard; they seem to be humanoid," 


Dr. McCoy frowned and approached him, scanning the screen 
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attentively. 

Kirk kept silent for a short moment, then decided. "Lt. Uhura, 
go to yellow alert." 

McCoy looked at him seriously. "If they Intend to kill us, 
we’ve no way of getting to safety," he commented with a dry throat. 

"Uhura, open a channel," ordered Kirk, pretending not to hear 
McCoy's words. 

The Communications Officer obeyed promptly. She pushed a 
button then nodded affirmatively to Kirk. 

"This is the USS Enterprise on a peaceful mission. Please 
respond." 

The message was repeated twice. No answer followed. 

The doctor moved to the biotester’e screen over the science 
station, scrutinising the data, and he exchanged a sharp look with 
Spock. 


"Jim, life readings are 
Officer. "Whoever is aboard 


very low," 
that w.t'eck 


said the Chief Medical 
13 dying." 


All the officers on the 
expression of expectancy was 
feel the tension. He turned 


bridge fell silent again. A worried 
painted on their faces, and Kirk could 
to the engineering station. 


"Mr. Scott, find sure coordinates to beam us aboard the wrecked 
ship.” Then he tur-ned back to McCoy. "Bones, you'll come with 
me." He took a step towards Uhura. "Tell Lt. Bowman to report to 
the transporter room." 


The Vulcan left his seat, following Kirk, who stopped and shook 
his head. "I'm sorry, Spock, I can't risk both of us. I entrust 
you with the ship," he said, touching his arm lightly in a gesture 
of respect and friendship. 

The First Officer nodded silently and headed to the command 
chair, while the turbolift doors closed behind Kirk and McCoy. 


Lt. Kyle transpox'ted them aboard the alien wreck, where the 
life readings had been picked up. They scanned around. They seemed 
to be in a sort of control room, with long automatic consoles, 
monitors, and unknown instruments. 

Kirk gestured to Lt. Bowman to move forward. The security 
officer drew his p!'>aser and treaded for the door, which swooshed 
open. The Captain and Dr. McCoy exchanged a. perplexed look; it 
seemed an invitation to advance. 

The doctor set his tricorder and pointed it at the corridor 
before them. They moved forward, slowly and carefully. 

Outside the ship was very damaged; inside it was inta.ct - 
strangely intact, and that made Kirk suspicious. 

The boarding party reached a large door, and McCoy stopped. A 
small flashing light on hie tricorder grew fixed. "They're in 






there," he said i.n a low voice. 


Kirk looked around again. All v/wb silent. "Okay, go." 

At hlB woi'da the wall slid and opeined. 

Kirk *13 BUBpicions IncreaHod. A shiver ra.n along hia back. A 
vague feeling of danger gave him ttie creeps. He stiffened, 
dispelling tiie fear. Many tiniGB he had facied the unknown, many 
times he had won against death, many times he had fought against 
Gvi 1. . . 

They entered wiiat appeared to be an engine I'ooin, or something 
close to it. K.lrk stepped fo.i'ward .slowly, his Phaser levelled. Two 
humanoids were seated at a G<5nsole. Their heads lolled back: 
apparently they were unconscious. 

T!iq doctor I'eacl’ied the two forms and passed his scanner over 
the bodiea, 

"Well?" 


"They’re al.i.ve, .lira." He paused. "I don't know what 
happened. I think T must take thorn to sickbay to find out." 

Kirk nodded affirmatively, and took the communicator from his 
belt, keeping the phaser levelled. McCoy noticed that, and saw too 
that Kirk's haael eyes were darkened. 

"Kirk to Enterprise." 

"Spock here," tVie First Officer's cold, reassuring voice 
an swered. 

"Spock, we for.ind .some survivors. We need a medical team in the 
transporter room. Tell Mr. Scott to beam ug back." 

"Aye, .sir." 

"Kirk out.” 

The Captain watched the alien McCoy was a.nalys 1 ng. His 
features were repellent. Thick hair a.nd a long beard framed a 
sullen face with only one eye in the middle of the forehead. Kirk 
thought of Polyphemus and the legendary adventures of Ulysses, and 
his suspicions returned. The aliens were wearing heavy uniforms 
bordered with fur. On their home planet the temperature i\ad to be 
very cold. 

The transporter signal sounded, and the boarding party stood 
near the two aliens. Shining columns of light enveloped their 
bodies, beaming them back to the Enterprise. 


The two survivors wez'e entrusted to Dr. McCoy's care, and in a 
few hours they were able to answer the Captain's questions. 

The vague suspicion Insinuating l.tself Into Kirk's mind became 
worry, but the sensors coul.dn’t be wrong. A vessel couldn’t be half 
destroyed outside and remain inta.ct inside. And why Its enormoxjs 
dimensions? Maybe the vessel was designed to transport a whole 
population, but why? Were they invaders? These were only 
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susp.lclonB and non J g<; t nres; hc=! would have to learn the truth frosti 
the a. 1.lens. 

Kirk was sitting; at the desk in his quarters when the Intercom 
buf!’.;?,ed. He flicked it on thoughtfully. 

’’Ji.m, our‘ guests have woken up,** McCoy’s voice announced. 

"I’m on my way," I'-eplied Kirk, standing up and cutting the 
commu nication. 


The Captain went down to sickbay and found the survivors lying 
on two beds in the convalescent ward. McCoy surveyed the data on 
the diagnostic panels; they were unusual, according; to Human 
parameters. 

"Oh, Jim," exclaimed th£l doctor as he saw Kirk, "may I 
introduce Commander Thul and tuts aide, Subcoramander Rha.v.” 

Kirk bowe<i hi.a head slightly as a sign of greeting. **My nsjne 
is Captain James Tiberius Kirk. You are aboard the USS Enterpr'l.se 
of the United Federation of Planets." He kept a sever© expression 
a.s he introduced tilinself; something warned him not to appear too 
f r' 1 e ri d 1 y . 


The alien called Thul smiled, but to Kirk it looked more like a 
sneer, and Vie again felt a sense of disgust. He remembered that at 
Starfleet Academy they taught the cadets to respect any kind of 
life-form, and reatr*ained his feelings. 

"I am sorry to have caused you inconvenience, " TViul said, 
speaking in perfect Standard. '"We Viave Viad an accident... our 
:l.n.strurnen ts liave been destroyed. . His voice was harsh and 

grating, and he took deep breatVis wl'iile speaking. 


Ki.rk had never heard of tViot 

"HP/l,/c36,** anawerecl the alien 
mapping; system." 

Kirk did not like Tliul*a tone 
two people are far too small a crew 
he said. 


folding VrI s arms, 
is its name." Thul close his 


"Where is it located?" 
but I don't think you know oui* 

and frowned. ’’Commander TViuX, 
for a ship of sucVi d.l.mens ions, " 


"What is your Viome planet?" asked Kirk 

"We come from very far. . . MaJ.dtior 
sole eye, and sighed deeply again. 

world. 

f1 


"Our sViip is perfect." Thul’s voi.ce sounded full of pride, 
whlcVi increased Kirk’s sense of unease. 


"I’d like to know the reason for such dimensions." The 
Captain’s insistence was firm, biit kind. 

Thul did not answer. He closed his eye tiredly. The doctor 
looked up at tVie panel and shook Viis head. 

"Stop it, please, Jim," Vie said in a low voice, pointing to the 
nusnitor. The alien’s heartbeat wa.s irregular, 

Kirk riodded and stared at the alien, who pretended to sleep. 
"See you later," he repl.i.ed, and strode out of the room, l.eaving 
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McCoy wi th the «ui-*vivors. 

That conversation had an (opposite effect; instead of dlssolvJ.ng 
his doubts it had increased them. Thul’s way of speaking; struck him 
as being too sure and too elusive. Worried, Kirk walked through the 
empty corridors, caught the turbolj.ft, and a few moments later he 
stepped onto the bridge. 

Mr'. Spook was sitting at his station; as he heard him he turned 
around and marked the vexed expression that darkened Kirk’s 
features. 


The Captain pretended not to see him. He reached hJs command 
chair and switched on the intercom. 

”L.t. Bowman!” he called. 

”Aye, sd.r,” tl'se security officer answered. 

”Put two guards in sickbay.” K.i.rk paused, looking at nothing. 
”I want those two aliens watched night a.nd day.” 

His words struck IJhura, who turned slightly, her forehead 
creasing. Sulu and Chekov exchanged a pussled look. The Vulcan 
stood up silently, arms clasped at hJ.s back, and stared at Kirk, 
raising a quiK^.lcal eyebrow. What had roused Kirk’s sixth sense? 

The Captain noticed Spock's gesture, and cast a quick look at 
him. The Vulcan avoided hla gaze and moved to the engineering 
station, continuing hi.s work. 


At that moment Lt. Kyle was alone in the transporter room. 
Kneeling on the floor, he was svirveylng a. secondary circuit when he 
heard the usual buzzing of the materlaliser. He sprang to his feet, 
amazed, and saw an unknown Maldhorian appear on the platform. The 
alien’s eye wa.s very gr'im, and he carried a cyllndi-'lcal contal.ner 
with a. .spout. 

Kyle remained motionless, terrified, then realised Just in time 
that he ha.d to push the intercom button. 

’’Red alert! Intruder aboard! Red al...” He fell unconscious, 
hit by an alien phaser. 

K.laxons rang out throughout tlie Enterprise. Ignoring them, the 
Maldhorian opened a hatch on the transporter room wall and inserted 
the spout of his container. The hatch bore the words, ’Ventilation 
System’. 


All hell broke out on the bridge. Uhura immediately found the 
deck where the alarm had been raised. Kirk and Spock hurried to the 
turbolift, but the doors opened and Commander Tliul and his aide Rhav 
stepped out with weapons levelled threateningly. The officers 
widened their eyes, dismayed. Spock only moved back, ral.si.ng an 
annoyed eyebrow. 

”T suggest you do not move. Captain!” The a.lien spoke 
haughtily, and put his gun against Kirk’s chest. 
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’’What do yovi want?" Kirk asked harshly. 

"Yon?" was the answer, and everyone looked at one another 
wittiout understanding. "Your arms and your minds!" A cri.iel sneer 
was painted on those horrible faces. 

Dr. McCoy liad heard the Red Alert while he was going to the 
bridge, but he did not worry - that klaxon had become so fa.miliar. 

The turbolift door-s opened, and an unaware McCoy enter^ed the 
bridge, to be seised and pushed violently against the helm station. 
The poor dootcn:* ata.r'ed incredul.ou.sly; he had left the two survivors 
in sickbay minutes before. He thought about the guards, a.nd hoped 
they wei'e s till, a 1 i.ve . 

Silence enveloped the br>idge, heavy with fear and tension. The 
officers began to smell something st.range in the air. McCoy rested 
his hand on Ki.rk’s arm. 

"Gas ~ nerve gas?" he exclaliried, a note of terro.r in his voice. 

Sorneons-; coughed. 

Spock moved closer to the Captain and gestured slightly to a 
Phaser on the helm console. KirV< understood and looked at Thul with 
rage. He waited a moment, then tried to move rapidly, but Thul was 
quicker, and the beam of his weapon hit the Captain’s shoulder, 
caus.lng a. deep, bleeding wound. The doctor supported hi.m, 
restraining a shriek of hatred and grief. 

Spook stiffened, but felt that his lungs we.re not managing to 
drawn in more air. The nerve gas was worki.ng, and the Maldhoriai^a 
seemed immune. 

Thul burst into rough gloomy laughter. "Now you are our 
slaves?" He turned his fire-lJJce eye around the stations. The 
officers were begi.nn.lng to lose consciousness one by one. 

Impotent and half suffocated, Ki.rk dropped to the floor with a 
moan. McCoy oast a despe.rate .look at Spock, then his sight dimmed 
and he sank to the flooi'' beside Kirk. The First Officer .lasted a 
few more seconds, but his brea.thing was becoming even more laboured 
and he fell to his knees, his hands pressed to his throat, then he 
collapsed face down on the deck. 

The third Mal.d?\orian stepped onto the bridge and looked rapidly 
at the officers slumped on the floor, moving among their bod,le.s. He 
stopped before Mr. Spock and turned him over wit?i his foot. 

"He is the half-Vulcan." 

"And this is Kirk." Rhav pointed to the wounded Captain. 

"T?iey’ll be able to serve us more than the otJiers," Thul 
croaked. 

Kirk was put in .a nari'ow, dark, underground cell} a very dim 
light penetrated through a small window in the ceiling. He moved 
slowly. Under the clost^id lids his eyes rolled, and he was breathing 
with difficulty. He realised tl-iat he was lying on somet!iing soft 
and damp. He I’^ad no strength to move, and he tt».ied to open his eyes 
with no success. The wound in h.1.a shoulder afflicted him, and the 
waves of ever more vi.olent pain du.lled his brain. He groaned. 
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hearing the dull sound of footsteps approaching, but he felt drowsy, 
and a more Intense wave of pain drove him again into the dark well 
ft’om which tie Vnad been slowly emerging. 

Commander Thul and his guest rea.ched the coll, and opened the 
heavy door. They entered, lighting J.t with a torch. 

"Here he la." 

"He’s still unconscious," the guest noticed. 

Thtjl nodded and went out hastily, returning shortly thereafter 
with another alien who wore a long white hooded robe. He pointed at 
Kirk, and the third alien bent over the Captain’s body and looked at 
the wound, which was bleeding again. 

"He’ll live," he said. 

"He must live," Thul replied coldly, and they left the wet, 
dark cell. "l.et’s go back to my office." 

They crossed a short corridor tunnelled through the rock, went 
upstairs, and stopped before another cell. A guard had already 
opened the door; an unconscious Enterprise officer was lying on the 
dirty floor. 

"He’s the Chief Sui^geon," Thial informed his guest. 

The other nodded, and they went out. 

In his office Thul looked at his guest. "It is done!" His 
sole eye flashed with pi’ide. "You have the unbeatable Enterpi'ise, 
and we have more slaves - very intelligent ones." 

The guest nodded, adjusting his gold cloak on his shoulders. 
"Now begins the most difficult part,’’ he said coldly. "It's almost 
impossible to penetrate the security code that blocks their 
computer." 

Thul rose up and eyed him. "They themselves will give us the 
security code," he replied in a firm tone. 

His companion folded his arms, puzaled. "Starfleet officers 
are able to resist the most sophisticated mental and physical 
torture," he insisted. 

"You don’t know our systems," said Thul in a sibilant tone. 

"The old methods are always the best; hard work, loneliness and 
despair are the keys." 

Silence fell for a short while, and Thul read worry on his 
g\ieat'a face. "You will have the map of the new Starfleet defence 
system," he said emphatically. 

"What is this key you mentioned?" 

TVuil sneered. "I will, send all the prisoners to the mines." 

The guest frowned, and stared at him. "They must not disccwer 
the dllithium," he said in a voice like gravel. 

Thul laughed giblngly. "I’m hot a fool. You must have more 
trust in your allies." 
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The other* breathed heavily. "My ecientiat.<3 are st.i 11 trying to 
decipher that damned code," 

Thul shook his i^ead. "You’ll have tio wait.” 

"How long? Months? Years? Kirk and his crew are not 
frightened by loneliness and hard work." He kept hJ.s puzzled 
expressi.on. 

"Just a fevj days," was Thul’s rapid, annoyed answer. 

The door bell chimed, Thul flicked a button on hi.s desk, and a 
soldier entered, spi.-'inging to attention. 

"Thaor told me to inform you that the p.rieoners are regaining 
consciousness. " 

Commander Thul nodded and disroi.ssed the soldier wit:h a cur’t 
gesture. When they were again alone he faced his guest coldly. 

"Admiral Kalb of Kllngon, Ihe final triumph will soon be 
yours ! " 


Spook found him.self crouched against something hard and cold; 
he was panting - perhaps it wa.s still the effect of the nerve gas. 
His muscles felt tired, and his body heavy. He was trying to 
concentrate his mental forces on nullifying that strange feeling of 
weakness when he heard a moan beside him. With an effort, he opened 
hia eyes. He was unable to focus, taut little by little his eyes 
grew accustomed to the darkness, and he saw a stone ceili.ng. 

He looked around. He was in a cavern, together witVi othe.r* 
officer£T from the Science Section, who were also regaining 
consciousness. He recognlBed Ensign Julie Llndford, one of his best 
students. Her long blonde hair was dirty and muddy. She itioaned 
agai.n. He d.t'agged Viimself ovex* to her. 

"Ensign Llndford!” he called gently, and raised tier head 
slightly. 

The girl groaned feebly, and slowly opened her blue eyes. 

"Where... where am I?" she mumbled faintly. 

"I do not: know. Ensign," the First Officer* answered, helping 
her to her feet. 

"Mr. Spcjck!" someone called from l:>ehlnd him. He turned back; 
it was Lieutenant Kyle. 


"Mr. Spock, I saw a Maldhori.an -• he beamed aboard without 
authorisation, I had no time..." Kyle sighed. "What happened?" 

The Vulcan shook his head, and stretched out a hand to help the 
young officer to r'*ise. 

Slowly everyone recovered their senses, and realised that thcay 
were closed into a cavern. The air stank vx?ith a horrid and 
offensive smell,. Julie grimaced and ca.\.ight Spook's atte.ntion, 
pointing to a hea.vy ru.sty railing at the end of the cave. 


The Vulcan was moving closer to .it when fou.r Maldhor.ians 
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appeared, armed with a type of sword with a twisted blade, and guns 
similar to heavy phasera. Spook stood at the head of the gt'oup; he 
was aching, but willed himself not to show any pain. 

’’Who are you? Where are Captain Kirk and the other officers?” 
His voice echoed with authority. 

The Jailers replied by aiming the weapons, then they gestured 
to the crew to move away, and pLished Julie Lindford, who collapsed 
to the ground. spock bent over her, then stared at the aliens 
coldly. A Maldhorian noticed that and rested the blade of his sword 
on the Vulcan's throat. Spock backed off at once, raising an 
eyebrow, and decided that it was better to yield. 

The group of prisoners walked through a short underground 
passage and entered a very large cavern where there was a large 
number of humanoids. They recognised Andorians, Tellarltes, the 
tattered uniforms identifying crewmembers of ships that had been 
reported destroyed or vanished under mysterious circumstances. 
Everyone was fil.thy, and chained. They were digging with picks, 
moaning undei' the whip.s that lashed naked shoulders covered with 
scars. It was a hellish vision. 

Julie restrained a cry of horror. The FJ.rst Officer kept his 
stern face, although he felt his stomach twisting with revulsion. 

The chief of the guards gestured, and the Jailers pushed the group 
forward. Kyle rebelled, and a lash tore his uniform, injuring his 
chest. Julie supported him, looking desperately at Spock. The 
aliens chained all of them, and gave them picks. 

So began the saddest captivity the crew of the Enterprise had 
ever known. 


The wound was aching, but the pain was bearable. Kirk made an 
effort and willed himself to open his eyes. At first he couldn’t 
focus; the light was too faint. Some seconds passed, then he 
realised he was in a cell, a dungeon carved in the rock. He raised 
a hand slowly; his muscles did not respond to his brain’s orders. 

He touched his shoulder; the wound had been bandaged. Someone had 
cared for him. He hoped it had been McCoy. 

The thought of his ship increased his strength. He 
remembered... The wreck, the survivors, the nerve gas... He had to 
be on Maldhor. But where were his crew? What had happened to his 
ship? 


He drew himself up, grimacing with pain, staring into the 
darkness. There was a violent clash, and the heavy door opened. 
Kirk started, and turned as Thul entered, holding a twisted sword. 
The alien’s grim expression made him shudder. 

The Maldhorian stopped a few feet from him. The Captain clung 
to the rock wall, and a flash of pride brightened his hazel eyes. 

”What did you do to my ship?” he shouted gratingly. His face 
was contorted with pain, sweat beaded his brow. He felt dirty and 
humi1iated. 

The alien did not reply. 

Kirk felt a surge of adrenalin, and a furious sense of 






impoicincci rivhfi 1 i!i€v<,t him. 


"Vvher‘<-'! ai’cs tny 


:;row. 


you darnneKi bayi'.ard'?” 


ThuT tur'ned .Tind inovod away, but; atopped e.f the doorway. "You 
Humans aro very 1 rs t;e 1 I I gen t and .st.rong, ” he sa.ld tl\oueh t f si lly, and 
closed the heavy iio<''.>r behilnd 

K.i.j-k d.ld not u,ni-l«.rstand what he meant. He trri.ed to st.and up, 
t)ut he was too weak, and sa.nlc to t'.he ground, moa.ning. 

Tn t:he corn idem Thu.l met the c;hJ. et of 'the guards. 

"WiAsn tte rcioovers h.ls strength, take h-im to t)io 19tl'i level." 

The jailer* replied with .an affirmative gi’unt. 


A cold shiver ran down McCoy’s spine and t^e woke. He was lying 
on some tiling damp and hard, and his back was ach.lng. He stretched 
out a hand and groped around iii.rn, and found a haiidful of sti'>aw. He 
tried to breathe deeply, but .stopped, feeling a st.i.tch i,n his 
chest. A stale, pungent .siiench fill.ed h.i.s nose, and hi.sj miiscles 
seemed numb, so that tie had diff.lculty in moving. 

With an effort he opened hi.e eyes. Darkness surrounded him. 

He shuddered again. A distant memory sii.rfaced .in his mind - when he 
was a child he had been afraid of the dark. His throat was dry. He 
closed his eyes and opened them again, slowly. Aga.i.n he wa.s aware 
of that acrid, musty smell. At last he began to focus on h.i.s 
surroundings. He drew himself up, I’est.lng on hi.s elbow. A feeble 
light was filtering through from above. It was the worst of all 
nigh tmares. 

He was a prisoner in a cell excavated in the rock; the walls 
were covered with moss and fungus. A squeak close by caught his 
attention, and he turned suddenly. A sma.ll animal, like a big hairy 
mouse, passed a few inches from his arm. He grl.maced in disgust ajid 
moved aside, gritting his teeth. His left leg was aching, and he 
was pant.ing for breath. He swallowed. 

"I am a Starfieet off.leer, and I must behave like one!" 

He ro.se with a great effort and leaned against the wall, 
looking up to where the .light was filter.lng through a small opening 
be-t;ween the celling and the wall, a sor't of grated window. He 
walked slowly to the heavy wooden door, which was reinforced by 
rusty iron bars. There was a handle; he seized and pulled it. A 
wave of pain exploded In his brain, and he discovered that his hands 
were covered with sores. He felt very tired and weak. 

It -is r-e.a.l.ly a nightma-re, he thought. Where is bhs 
Er\bsrpr-is&7 Oh godf The u?reok. . . the false s-uTVivors. . . 

MaldhaTians took us pi-isaners. . . Jim.. . Jim has been irxjxir'edt Thul 
has taken the .ship. . . 

".7 1m! Spock! What’s happening?" His voice echoed In the 
empty call. 

McCoy couldn’t i.-'emember how much time had passed since tlieir 
capture. Hours? Maybe days or weeks. 

Little by little he remembered being In a .sort of mine. There 
had been a collapse, and he had lost consciousness. Perhaps he had 
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remained In that state for days. 

His mind was plnohed w.lth mournful thoughts when he ^ieard the 
door bolt clicking. He started and backed off. The heavy door 
creaked open and a Maldhorlan wearing a long cloak entered. He hei.d 
a bowl that he piit on the floor without speaking. 

McCoy grasped him by the arm. ’’Where are my friends? Where Is 
Captain Kirk?” he asked in a harsh and angry voice. 

The guard fi’ead himself with a violent tug and pushed the 
doctor away, then slammed the door behind him. 

McCoy banged a clenched fist on the door. "Answer me, you 
damned bastard? Where is .lira?" 

Silence. 

"Answer me! Where is Spcick? Where. . . where is Christine. . . ?" 
Hl.s voice became a whisper. "Where a.t'e my. . .? Please, answer 
me..." 

He rested his forehead on his arm for a moment, feeling himself 
exhausted, then sank down on the damp floor, hds back against the 
cold rock, and a shiver ran through his body. He looked at the 
bowl, which was filled with a yellowish liquid with some pieces of 
meat. The pangs of hunger became more violent, but it would take 
courage to eat that revolting soup. McCoy sighed; the Maldhorians 
seemed to know nothing of spoons and forks. He plunged his fingers 
into the bowl and took out a piece of meat; trying not to smell it, 
he chewed slowly. The taste didn't seem too bad - it was a i.lttle 
bitter, but edible. He took courage and swallowed, then ate another 
piece and another; he thought he would never be able to drink that 
dish-water, but he did. 

A Starfleet officer should not come to such a condition. McCoy 
felt disgusted with his unkempt, unshaven state. His uniform was 
ragged and dirty, sticking to his skin, giving him a horrible 
sensation. He rested his head on his knees, 

"My god? My god, help me... please!" he whispered, crying 
desperately. "Give me hope that Jim and Spock are alive...” 

Tiredness took advantage of him, and he dropped to the floor, 
asleep. And he dreamed. 

He dreamed he was on the bridge, near the First Officer. Spock 
was smiling. "Bones, 1 agree with you." His voice was so 
friendly... 

Only a dream. McCoy swallowed the tears. A dream that had 
seemed so real. 

"Spock... Jim.., where are you? Spock, I swear solemnly I 
won’t tease you any more..." he moaned, half asleep. 


For two days they dug and transported some slabs in the large 
underground q\jarry. The Vulcan tried in vain to break the metal 
chain, but his strength failed, and a. latent rage began to fill hie 
mind. He calculated ths.t the day lasted 22. hours, divided i.nto 16 
hours of work and 6 hours of rest. At the end of the work period 
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before Commander Thul. 

"I want an answer. Where is Capta.tn Kirk?” he asked in a 
out ting vol. oe. "Where are ray officers?" 

The Maldhorlan stared at him piercingly. "They are dead. All 
of them, dead." 

"I don't believe you. It is illogical," the Vulcan replied 
harshly. 

"All of the crew of your ship have been killed. You are the 
only survivor," The word.s seemed to come from a bottomless pit. 

"We need you to reveal the secret code for the computer." 

Spock's heart lurched. "I swear by my honour as a Vulcan and 
as a Starfleet officer, you will never have that information." 

Thul snickered. "Vulcan and Earth are very far from here?" He 
moved, and in the doorway turned to .^ipock again. "You’ll give us 
the code because your glorious ves.s6l is now in a hangar on 
Maldhor's surface." 

The First Officer raised a puszled eyebrow. "It is 
impossible." 

"You still have a lot to learn," Thul sneered, and slammed the 
heavy wooden door behind him. 

Spock remained motionless and heard the cl.ick of the bolt. He 
frowned. During his life In Starfleet he had witnessed many 
horrors. This was different. He would never forget .Tulle's 
terrified look as -she died under that big slab down there in that 
infernal mine. 

He closed his deep, dark eyes for a moment. The officers, 

whipped, tortured, and killed? He heard again in his mind Julie’s 

heart-rending scream, and saw Kirk’s proud look of challenge before 
being woiinded. -Ilm had been seriously injured during the attack. 
Maybe he really uJae dead I 

He clenched his fists tightly. Damn it! He ha.d to be calm. 

He had to recover his self control. A Vulcan could not permit 
himself any emotion. He breathed deeply. According to his 
calculations they liad been prisoners for six days. THe.y. . .7 

He had to verify Thi;l’s statement. His mind was able to do 
it. He imposed an absolute calm upon himself. Kneeling in the 
Vulcan way, he tried to free his mind of all emotion. Closing his 

eyes he folded his hands, raised them to his forehead and began to 

concentrate. Emotions were a real block for his telepathic mind. 

Some minutes passed. A dark vortex sucked him back. Hl.s mind was 
respond.i.ng to his efforts. 

A beam of white light touched him, ms.king his shudder. 

Captain Kir''k9 Jim7 

He visualised the features of his friend. The mind meld had 
begun. The thread of mental energy became an ever darker, endless 
spiral. Pain? Yes, pain! He felt a wave of pain across his mind. 


Pain and grief. 




I mp o t e n a e a li d r e g; .r g '!:. 
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Repul.Bion and aotn-ow. 

Rage and resignatdon. 

Pe a c; & a n d p r 1. <3 e. 

A whin3. of feedings Invaded l-ni.o mind. 

Peace? 

A c.loud of incnandesoent 3,:lgl\t imploded and .It was pea.ce, 
again. . . 

The sp.l I'.al diaappeaned Ln the nothingneas, and hie mind 
netunned, empty. 

Spook widened tiis eyes. His face looked as though it was 
carved in stone. He held hie breath and tried to focus again on 
what his mind had Ju.st reached, in vain. A di.scharge of adi^ena.l'i n 
surged through his body. Hla net'ves v/ere skd.n-deep. His heart was 
flaming... Hatred! A deep, morta.l hatred was f.i.lllng hie esouI. 

A Vulcan couldn’t feel hatred, but at that moment he was 
feeling a dreadful, hate. 

The mind meld had .failed. 

He was aware of h.ls mental power. Maybe there was at.ill the 
possibility... Maybe his mind had mi£?taken... 

Tf the Maldhoriana had killed Kirk, McCoy and the otlier 
officers, if they had taken possession of the Enterprise, no-one 
could help him. .No-one could have .i-'eturned home. The ship’s 
compute.r contai.ned tlie whole of Human a.nd humanoid knowledge, and 
the new Starfleet defence pl.an. He would never allow such havoc, 
never? Even at the coat of his own life. 


.Tames T.ibe.r.lua K.i.rk was floating in a dark, and padded fog. He 
seemed to be in a state of non-existence; his mind was a blank. 

Then, suddenly, colour.a exploded and his memory lit up. That iTO.rrid 
sensation of death d.l.sappeared a.lowly, and at last he felt al.lve 
again. He blinked hie eyes, but could not focus. His mind was 
still confused, and bis thoughtus wandered through an endless dark 
vacuum. He was emei'‘ging from that da.rknees with great difficulty. 

Now he was walk.ing on a. dark meadow. His feet were wet, 
strangely. He stumbled and fell. There was no meadow. There 
was. . . wViat? Where am 19 

He realised. He was lying... where? He stretched out; his hand 
cautiously and touched his bed? Bed? A damp and st.ink.lng straw 
mattress. He made an effort and t:r.ted to si.t up, but he was o.ff 
baT.ance and sank back on the pa.l.llasse. He frowned and wJ.dened hl.s 
hazel eyes, staring into the dai'kness that surrounded him. His 
tira.ln aitswered, and slowly everything became clearer and c.learer. 

Maldhor. . . TVie attack. . . The j'^e.rve gas. . . An alien had 
injured him se.riously. He was remembering. Tnstlnctively he 
touched his left shoulder. It wa.s bandaged, but wasn't aoVvtng any 
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mot'e. He rubbed his eyes with both hands. 

’’Bastard t Damn it!” he cursed, atjmtnoned up his courage, and 
sat up with a deep breath. His wound seemed healed. Mal.dhorians 
were able physicians, he thought with a bitter smile. Anyway, they 
had cured him very well. 

He rose, and discovered that he was chained. Heavy fetters 
hindered his movements. He snorted with rage. 

Incredible! He should have been feeling weak; instead, he had 
the .strength of a bull. 

A word formed in his mind- Escape. It was the first thing to 
do. Spook, McCoy, Scott, his other officers... where were they? 
What had happened to the Enterprise? 

He snorted again, looking around. There was only stone. The 
cell had been excavated in the rock, and the only exit was a heavy 
wooden door. He scrutinised the ce.t.ling, and saw a very small hole 
where a dim light was penetrating. It seemed a nightmare - and he 
did not like nightmares. 

The sound of approaching footsteps halted his thoughts. There 
was a creak, and the door opened. Two Maldhorians entered the 
cell. Kirk faced them with a cold expression. 

’’Where are my offi.cers? Where is my ship? I want to speak 
with Thul!” he challenged them. 

The aliens did not answer; they seized him by the arms and 
threw him out. The Captain tried to struggle, taut any resistance 
was useless. 

”T want to speak with Thul. What have you done with my 
off!cers ?” 

The Jailers remained silent. 

They walked through a long corridor and passed other ceJI.l.s. 

Kirk dug in his heels and balked. 

’’Whe.re are my crew? Spock! McCoy!” he cried out. Soraeth.ing 
in his mind was telling him that his officers were shut into those 
cells. 

But he could hear only the dull echo of his own voice. No-one 
answered. 


Spock didn’t give up. The following day he tried again to mind 
meld with Kirk. He knew that the link was very difficult at a 
distance, taut it was not Impossible, and he was fully able to do 
it. Many times in the past the situation had required a mind meld 
with Kirk; maybe a thin thread remained, in the name of their 
friendship. 

But the Vulcan mind meld could only be performed between living 
people. Once the soul was detached from the body only the High 
Pr,testess could reach it. So if Jim Kirk was really dead, Spock 
covildn’t contact him. He knelt, assumed the customary position, and 
tried to free his mind again. 
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Only darkness. . . blackness. . . distorted and grotesque ima.ges of 
faint light, a,nd at: the end. . . nothing. He opened his mind beyond 
that vastne.ss and fell Into a phosphorescent rl.ver that was flowing 
slowly to the fires of Hell. 

He maintained V\i3 deep concentration, and the flames imploded 
into the whiteness of si.ckbay. The med.i.cal .labs and the wards. . . A 
white dress. . . A bl.oody uniform. . . Were they McCoy's thoughts'? 

Spook tr.led to visualise the doctor’s features: his amiable 
smile and impe.rtinent voice; his bright blue eyes... Nothing. 
Suddenly he fe].t a v:l.olent pain. Hl.s brea.th quickened and he felt 
the blood oozing from his palms. His concentrat.lon lessened; he 
opened his eyes and looked down at his hands, and found them to be 
sweaty. The pain sharpened. He was sure those wei’en' t McCoy’s 
thoughts. A cry erupted into his m.lnd, making h.l.m shudde.r, and he 
lost his concentration completely. 

He stayed motionless for some moments, staring at the rock 
wall. There had been .no mind me.ld, only raemo.ries, irnages from the 
noth.lngness of death. Thul had told him the truth. They were all 
dead . 

He did not want to be supe. He wanted to hope aga.ln. H.ls mind 
could make mistakes. . , He realised tha.t he was trembli.ng. He 

clenched his fists; he had to control himself. What was happening 
to his log.1 cai. mind? A latent .rage was ins.lnuating itse.lf into his 
hea.rt. If Thul was right and he was the only survivor he mvjst 
inform Starfi.eet. He must escape. 

He did not ujajit to be sure. He wanted to hope again. . . 


Kirk iJa.B an the bridge during an emergency- 

’'B-pack, help me/ I’m youi' Captain. . . ya^l^' friend. . . " 

He Btretched out hie hands ho Spack^ hut the Vulcan seemed to 
he so far atMiy, until he disappeared in. a, darkj, heavy fog. 

McCoy and Scotty. . . Faces distorted \j3ith pain and regret. . . 

Voices, noises, cries... Bodies covered b.)ith blood, and a. 
pungent smell of death. 

"Dr. McCoy/ Bones/” 

Faces and places joined each other in an endless vortex. The 
voices resounded in his mind until they became a feeble mui-'mur. At 
the centre of the vortex, o. body. Bpock's body. It ira.e aovered 
b.)ith a, bloody Starfleet banner. . . 

Kirk shrieked and wiske Lip with a .start. He was beaded w.1, th 
sweat, and he wa-s panting. A drea,m. Only a dream. 

T,n the da,rkness of hi.s cell, h.e thought he saw his officer's. 

I ns t i. nc 11 ve 1 y iie cal.l.ed to i;he Fi.rat Office.r i.n a low voice, but he 
did not .receive an answer. Kirk rubVjed his tired eyes and opened 
them again. It had been only a mirage. He cove.red his face with 
his hands. 


My god/ Then he cocked his head, rage and furious Impotence 
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painted on his handsome face. 

i 

> 

As he regained his strength -^he Maldhoriana took him to dig in 
a deeper mine with a group of Andorian slaves. He tried to talk 
with them, but it seemed they did not understand him. Kirk realised 
that their minds were controlled. 

He felt powerless and cheated. He, a Starfleet Captain, 
treated like a beast, chained and whipped like a pack animal! Any 
time he saw a Maldhorian he trembled with anger and hatred. 

During the time he considered the night hours the guards shut 
him in the cell, and the tumult in his mind did not let him sleep. 

He passed those hours pacing back and forth in his dungeon, gritting 
his teeth and searching for a way to escape and contact his 
officers. 


Commander Thul was sprawling in an armchair. The room was 
small, spartan in furnishing, and had a typically military 
appearance. The Maldhorian Empire's symbol, was painted on the wall 
behind him. 

The door opened with a crash. The chief Jailer walked in, and 
Thul looked up with a aneer- 

"What's happened?" 

"The Human slaves will give us trouble," Thaor said firmly. 

Thul narrowed his eye and his forehead wrinkled. "What did 
they do?" 

"Someone rebelled violently. Huma.ns are very close to each 
other, and they will not break their loyalty oath to the 
B’ederation. " The Jailer uttered the words in a hoarse, raucous 
voice. 

Thul stared at him, his eye flaming with annoyance. "Who are 
separated?" 

"The three senior officer, the Captain, the First Officer, and 
the Chief Surgeon." 

Thul thought for a moment. "That is not enough. Keep them all 
separated - tell each he’s the only survivor." 

Thaor shook hie head. "The trick hasn't worked with the 
Vulcan. We can tame the Humans, but not him." 

"According tc5 his records he's only half Vulcan. He’s Kirk's 
friend. I've reserved a special treatment for him." Thul stood 
up. "Torture all the senior officers, including the Vulcan. Pain 
will block his telepathic faculties. And... bring me the doctor," 
he ordered, his eye hooded. 

"It will be done," Thaor replied roughly, and headed for the 

door. 


Two guards collected McCoy in his cell. 


The doctor stood up 
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with difficulty, but hlB apicit waa atill Indomitable, and he tried 
to attack the Jailers. 

"Where at'e my friends?" he asked faintly. 

A Phaser agaJ.nst h:I.s back was the onl.y mute answer he got, then 
they pushed him out. 

McCoy muttered curses and dragged himself along the corridor, 
breathing liard. The nerve gas tJiat the Maldhorians had used had 
broken any physical and mental resistance. It had acted like a 
drug. 


He fell to his knees wl.th a gr'oan. He idealised he had a c;oup.le 
of broken ribs, but he couldn't remember how he had broken them. 

The Jailers aimed their weapons again, and McCoy rose slowly. There 
was fire in his eyes. Now he wa.s walking only by the force of 
despair. A mvate prayer accompanied his shuffling steps. The way to 
Thul’s office was a, real calvary. 

The guards pushed him into the room. Commander Thul stared at 
him with a cold, arrogant ex.preasion. Before him was a weakened, 
dirty man in tatters. The Maldhorian pointed to a chair, into which 
McCoy dropped, barely restjr'aining a moan of pain. 

J. m\just Hold on to my d-ign-Lty at all coiats f Hatred flashed in 
McCoy's eyes, makl.ng them seem grey. He cocked his head with pride. 

Thul recognised thcj Intense hostility and aversion. "You were 
the Chief Surgeon aboard the Enterprise," he snarled, usi.ng the past 
tense on purpose. 

Silence was the answer. With pride McCoy bore the fierce look 
coming from that ool.e eye. 

Thul's rage exploded, and he seized the doctor by the 
shoulders, compelling him to turn to the monitor on the wall, and he 
flicked on a button. 

A confused image appeared, then it became cl.eare.r, a bi.g cavern 
where hundreds of fil.thy, sweaty slaves clad in rags were gathered. 
The guards who controlled them carried a phaser in one hand, a whip 
.1 n the other. 

McCoy closed his eyes, thinking about Hell. He shuddered, his 
pai.n mixed w.i.th deep disgust. 

"Look!" Thul croaked. 

McCoy caught a glimpse of a Starfleet uniform in the midst of 
the s.laves, and his heart gave a sudden leap. "Jim!" he whispered, 
clutching the arms of his chaJ.r. 

The Images went on. Two guards took the man McCoy had 
recognised as Kirk, and dragged hi.in roughly to a stone platform, 
where they chained him to a pole and whi.pped him. 

) 

"NO!" McCoy shouted with all his breath; the whip tha.t the 
torturers were using had three-pointed hooks at its end. 

"Bastards! The doctor stood up, careless of the pain in his chest. 
"You damned..." 


Thul grasped him and pushed him down again. 


"Look! " 





Other Images appeared on the screen. The Jailers stopped 
whipping the Captain, untied him, and the tormented body collapsed 
face down. A Maldhorian turned him over with a kick. 

.lames T. Kirk was dead. A rivulet, of blood oosed from his h.ai. f 
c.lotted lips. 

McCoy stared at tiie sc.reen, his eyes wide. Tears of rage and 
grief blurred his sight. ’Mlm. . . Jim. . . he murmured, horrified, 
but he had no strength to react. 

The screen went off, then on aga.in. The image changed. The 
bodies of other Qff.i.cers had been p.i.led up one on another. Their 
(uniforms were torn and bloodstai.ned. The scene was a heart-rending 
one. McCoy felt his heart break at the terrible images he had Just 
wi tnessed. 

The camera panned round and stopped. ’’Spook!*' McCoy gasped in 
a choking voice. The Vulcan’s belly was ripped by a sword cttt; his 
greenish blood had .spattered the ground. 

F’or a moment McCoy’s mind went back in time to when Spock had 
been sitting at his science station, so formal, so cold. A wave of 
strength filled the doctor’s heart. 

’’Spawn of the devil?” ho shouted, and caught Thul by the neck, 
ills bloodshot eyes bright with homicidal fury. 

The Maldhorian dealt him a heavy blow and McCoy collapsed 
unconscious on the g.t*ound. The door opened and Thaor entered; he 
glanced briefly at the poor doctor, then looked quizzically at Thul, 
who gestured him to carry the .Human away. 

’’Bring me Kirk?” Thul harked. 


The Captain was digging when the Jailers came to fetch him. He 
stared at them chal longingly - they would have died i.f looks could 
kill. He glanced a.t the slaves nea.rest him, but everyone pretended 
not to see. Kirk th.rew the pick to the ground and followed them. 

The aimed phasers reminded him that it was the only thing to do. 
’While there’s li.fe there’s hope’ was a very logical proverb; Spock 
?iad quoted .it some ti.me before. 


The mine wliere he had been working was very deep. They caught 
the lift and stepped from it into a larger co.rrido.r, Ki.rk vaguely 
recognised the place; he realised that he was confused* Perhaps the 


Maldhorlane could c:ont.rol his mind, 
nerve gas to nu.llify the prisoners' 
awa.reneso. Then iie smiled faint.ly. 
so he was able to think ci.ea.rly; at 
wasn't controll.ed. 

They arrived at a .room and the 
saw Thul, and his eyes brightened wi 

"Whe.re is rny ahi.p? You damned 


or perhaps they simply used the 
physical .resistance and mental 
He was analysing the situation, 
least now he was sure his mind 


guards pushed him inside. Kirk 
th fury. 

son of a bite?). . . ” 


The Maldhorian looked a.t him silently and switched on a 
viewscreen. He kt\ew Ki.rk would be liard to convince. The monitor 
flashed, and images appeared. A S^o.rrlfying view appeared befox-'e 
Kirk’s eye.s. 





27. 


"Bones ?" 

Thnee Jfsllera seized McCoy vi.o.lenti.y, tied him to a post and 
whipped him to death- Kirk felt his stomach turn over, while his 
blood was boiling wi.th rage; his good friend was lying on the 
groursd, uniform torn, flesh lacerated, his blood m.ix.ed with tmid. . . 
Kirk sl^iuddered, impotent and almost Inaane. 

The images went on. One by one Kirk saw his dea.r-est friends 
die, hia officers, his companions, tortxj.red, scourged, butchered. 
Scott, Chekov, Uhura, Spock. . . a. pile of lifeless tacDdies, Kirk's 
face seemed carved in stone, rigid, a.s his heart broke. 

The image changed rapidly and he .saw w.ha,t remained of the most 
beautifrji. Star-fleet vessel. The Enterprise wa.s a, useless wreck. 

For a moment Kli-k feared for his sanity. His movitfr opened, 
unable to utter a word, his he<art was beating fast. The screen went 
dark and he stared at it, the same darkness filling his mind. He 
looked furious.ly at Thul. 

"You murdered my officers? You damned pig?" It waa t^le howl 
of an infuriated beast. Kirk threw hlmsel.f at Thul like a panther. 
"My friends, my ship. . . You'll pay?” They were the words of a ma.n 

who had nothing more to lose now. 


The Ma.ldhorian linderestiraa.ted the Captain’s st.rengtli and 
defended hi.raself with d.i.fflculty until Tha.or intervened. Only a 
Phaser beam could stop Ki.rk ’ s destructive wrath. 


McCoy woke in his cel.l. The damp penetrated his bones, making 
him shudder. He felt as though drums were beating in his brain- He 
did not open his eyes, for he was afi-ai.d of seeing those i.mages 
again. He hoped It was only a nightmare, but the frigid temperature 
and the damp were real. His stomach felt queasy and ready to throw 
up. The image of Jim’s and. Spook's deaths was .impressed .in his 
mamo.ry. 

He had seen tl'ie wreck of the .Ente.rprlse in a hangar on 
Ma.l.dhor’s surface. Thu.l would have tried to deco<ie the information 
sto.r-ed in the computer. He would not allow that? His friends were 
dead, killed by the Devil's son. He v/a.s alone, alone w.ith his 
despair. All was .lo.st. 

"Spock, you wouldn’t be able to solve this p.roblem, " he 
m^i.rmured. He didn’t want to weep, but pain and rage overwhelmed him 
and firel.ike tea.rs ran down his cheeks. They seemed to burn bot.h 
his skin and his heart. 

The doctor wldene<3 J'l.is ayes, stariJig .into the b.la.cknesB. The 
on.ly way out wa.s to take h.ls own l.ife and end it all.. For a few 
moments he remained motionless, then the co.r.ne.rs of liis mouth curved 
in a fa.int, desperate om.lle. Before death he had a last duty, as a 
Starfle.et officer a.nd as a. man - to push the self-destruct button. 
W.i.th the Entet-prise the planet itself would be dest.royed, and T.t'sul’s 
cx’uelty would not stain the galaxy with blood any more. 

"Thul?" he cried at the da.rl<, empty cel.l. ""You'll come to 
Hell V'/lth trie?" 

His smile became a sneer, and Ire burst into sobs. ".litn. . . J.lm, 











gave way to bitter 
not weep, but In that 


what would you have done?" he whispered, and 
teal's. A man and a Stanfl.eet officer shoul.d 
moment he fe3.t himself to be nelt;he,r'. 

"Even in the worst situation a man need not lose his dignity." 
Spook’s words echoed in McCoy’s mind. 

"You’re right, my friend,” he murmured, and a wave of new 
strength fl.lled his broken heart. 

He heard approaching footsteps and drew himself up, ready to 
face Thai, restraining his sobs. The Jailers passed his cell and 
went fxirther on. 

McCoy turned to the heavy door, staring at it. Now he was 
calmer. Something attracted his tired attention; he sank down and 
approached the door on all fours. He felt very weak, deprived of 
all reason for living. Panting for breath, he collapsed against the 
door and studied it intently. Iron strips were fixed to the wood, 
and one of these was loose. McCoy caught it, gathered all his 
waning strength, and gave a violent tug; he fell backwards, but the 
iron strip was in his hand. 

He rubbed his aching neck and looked at the piece of metal with 
interest, smiling with satisfaction. It would be useful. He saw 
that there was a pale mark on the door; the guards would notice it. 
He gathered dirt from the floor and smeared it on the wood until the 
co.lour blended in. 

McCoy concealed the strip of metal under the straw, staggered 
to his feet, and began to examine the walls of his cell; he had to 
orientate himself. There was a corridor to his left, and a corridor 
meant freedom. He began to tap the rock until he heard an echo. 
Fortune was helping him. He found a large crack, and knew where he 
must dig. He breathed deeply, and realised that the pain in his 
ribs had lessened. 

McCoy lay down on the mattress. He needed sleep and rest, to 
r'ecover his strength in order to escape and press the destruct 
button on the Enterprise. He studied the crack again, and a faint, 
bitter smile appeared on his exhausted face as he closed his eyes, 
sighing. It was a very small chance. . . 


In San FrancJ.sco the sun was hl.gh in the sky when a. young, 
black-haired woman entered the office of Commodore Abraham Nimrod. 
She wore the insignia of the Logistics Department, and held a file 
in her hand. 

"Good morning, sir. These are the reports from the Starship 
cl.asa vessels," she saJ.d formally, and put the. papers on his desk. 

"Thank you,” I'eplied Nimrod, without raising his eyes. 

The gl.rl remained motionless before the desk, long lashes 
lowered over her shining blue eyes. Nimrod looked up, puzzled. 

"What’s wrong, Pyrol?" 

"There is a problem, sir," answered the beautiful lieutenant, 
maintaining her formal, expression. 
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"What is it?" 

"I can’t find Kirk’s report, sir," sTve replied. 

Nimrod frov^ned. "No report from Kirk? Do you mean you ha.ven’t 
prepared .it, or that it didn’t arr.ive?" 

"It never arr.lved, sl.r. And. . ." she pause<a, ". . .what’s worse 
is that we’ve had no news of the Enterprise for about two months." 

"I see. Thank you. Lieutenant Pyrol, you may go." 

Alone, the Commodore grimaced. He knew Kirk wel.l. The Captain 
was a perfectionist in everything he did. N.i.mrod switched on the 
intercom. 

"Captain Stanley Hassel, please,” he said. 

The screen flashed and a middle-aged man appea.r'ed. 

’’.Stanley, I don’t know what’s brewing, but Kirk's i.n tr<5uble. " 

The other officer narrowed his dark eyes. "You’re right, I’ve 
been waiting for your call. I haven’t the faintest idea where the 
Enterprise la. I’ve ej<.aininGd the recordings of Kirk's last 
report. . , 

"Well?" 


"Kirk sent i.n a regula.r report exactly 59 days ago. He sa.ld 
they had met an \mknown wreck w,ith two survivors. He gave the 
cocsrdinates, The raeet.i.ng was in the Aries sector, and the nearest: 
base is Starbase Three." 

N.imrod rubbed h.i.s forehead, grimacing. "Okay. Call Commodore 
Mendez . ’’ 

Stanley Hassel nodded and closed the communication. 

Some minutes passed before Starbase Three was contacted, 
minutes during which Nimrod began to be really wo,rried. A Starfl.eet 
vessel couldn’t just disappear. And Kirk’s Entei^prise was special, 
somehow - Kirk and his c.rew were too expert. . . 

The .t..ntercom buzzed, interrupting hi.s thoughts. He switched it 
on, and Mendez' image appeared on the sc.reen. 

"Where the hell’s the Ente.rp.rlse?" .Nimrod asked without 
greeting. 

"You’re asking me?" exclai.med Mendez. "I know l.ess than you 
do. Hassel filled me In, but I know nothing mo,re.’’ 

Nimrod shrugged. "There’s been no news from the Enterprise for 
two months. I can't understand what happened. A vessel of that 
size can’t disappear wltiiout trace" 

Mendez clenched his jaw, worried. "I’ve got the Potemkin in 
orbit. I’ll send her to check the l.ast coordinates Ki.rk gave," he 
sxiggested . 

Nimrod nodded and said, "C.aptain Nunez will have to make a 
systematic search, Kirk’s coordinates a.re too near the Klingon 
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Empire for ray .liking.” 

”0o you think the Klingons have...?” 

”T think nothing," Nimrod interrupted, "X ;Juet don’t t.ruat 
K.lingons." But .his voice sounded du.Il. 


To McCoy, time seemed to blur. The Mal.dhori.ans had left him to 
vegetate in that foul cell, and Thul seemed to have disappeared. 

The doctor thought he was t.rying to decode the lnfo.rmation from the 
ship’s computer. When the Maldho.rian grew tired of trying he would 
have McCoy tortu.red to discover the code, so he had to hurry. Time 
was flying. It was difficult for him to calculate how much time had 
passed since their capture. . . at least a. month, maybe two. Anyway, 
he had spent the time .i.n a useful way. 


The doctor had been able 
he had chipped from the wa.1.1. 
wick. The grease on the soup 
so he also had fuel- 


to make a sort o.f lamp, 
A strip of his uniform 
the Jailer gave him was 


using a flint 
became the 
inflammable, 


The d.i.g proceeded slowly. After a first ve.ry ha.rd et.ratum he 
met a mo.re friable rock. The na.r.row passage was now almost two 
metres long; he was sure that the direction was co.rreGt, and that it 
led to the corridor. He gritted his teeth and continued to dig day 
by day. 


McCoy was ce.rtainly not lacking in ingenuity, in addition to 
be.ing the beat physic.lan in Starfleet, and he learned to measxire 
time roughly by us.i.ng the length of the burning wick. .Eve.ry nine 
wicks the Jailer came to survey the cell a.nd to bring him what he 
called ’mush’. During that time he dug in the passage, and when the 
n.lnth wick, burned out he hurried on all. fours bac.k to his ce.ll, 
where he covered the hole wj.th a rock slab he had managed to detach 
from the wall. 


This time, something went wrong. Perhaps he had counted the 
wicks wrongly, or their length was different, but he did not keep 
track of the time well. He was digging when ha heard the guard 
approaching. McCoy blew out hlo lamp and crawled back to his cell, 
.injuring h.ls calf on a sharp project.lon of 3?ock. He restrained a 
ye.lp of pain, c.rept into his cell, and covered the hole with the 
slab. Just in time. He .rested his shou.lders against the wall and 
took a deep b.reath, concealing the bleeding wound with his hand as 
he pretended to sleep. 

The guard entered, looked around and g.runted something 
vinintell iglbl.e, thet.3 he put the bowl on the ground an went out, 
slamming the dcior. 

McCoy had followed his movements wi.th haX.f closed eyes, and let 
out a sigh of re.I.le.f. He stared at the soup and grimaced with 
disgust. Still, he needed to eat to recover his stre-angth. He 
examined the wound, which needed to he bandaged, .remembering Kirk’s 
statement, 'Ext.reme .'J.lls rojqulr'e extreme remedi.es. ’ He shredded his 
di.rty tunic, tore his pants, and bound up the wound with the Bt.r.ip 
of cloth. 


If Kii’k had lost his arms he would ha.ve felt less pain. For 





him the Enterpi'lBe waa not a ship, she was his home, hi.B partner, a 
Bort of lover. She was all that, and more. Now he had lost her, 
and his officer's were dead. McCoy, Scott, Sulu, C.hekov, Uhura, all 
dead. His dearest friend had gone. too. Many people had rnock.e^d the 
friendship which tied him to Spook, but Spook was more Human than 
they could know, 

Kli-'k slglied deepl.y and looked down at hl.e scratched and 
bleeding hands. A Starfleet officer was not accustomed to a pick 
and .shovel. He brooded over the future, day by day searching for a 
way to escape. 

When tlie jailers had taken him to Thul’s offi.ce he had seen a 
map, and had learned tViat the damned planet was located near the 
Kli.ngon Empire, and seemed to have a, strategic posit.lon. 

Now that he had lost everything there was a l.a.st duty left, to 
discover if there was a connection between Maldhor and the 
Kllngons. A suspicion had formed in hl.s mind when he saw that map; 
perhaps their capture was the fi.rst act of war. The Kllngons and 
the Maldhorians could be allies, arranging an invasion. 

Day by day Ki.rk watched the changing of the guards. He had no 
way to measure time. Oh, if Spock were still alive! 

From the moment the Maldhorlans took him from the mine until 
they returned him to his ce.ll .he counted four changes of the gua.rd. 
The nvimber of jailers was never the same, .five or e.i.ght Maldhorlans 
stationed around the cavern to control the movements of the slaves. 
Duri.ng the <iay - or* rather, the wo.rk period - escape was impossible, 
unl.ess he wanted to be ki.lled. 

The way from the mine to hio cel.l vai-ied, but every time they 
passed a big lift marked wi.th a Maldhor.ian symbol. Kirk deduced it 
was a junction passage, for all the tunnels led to the lift. 

While Kirk was conside.i’lng his plan of escape a gua.rd 
approached and raised his whip to hit him. The Captain felt hi.s 
b«iGk but'ning. If his hazel eyes could have thrown f.lames tlie jall.Gr 
wou.ld have been reduced to ashes. 

’’You’ll pay .for this, da.mned p.ig!” he cursed, gr.itti.ng I'xio 
teeth. 

A slave beside him looked up at K.irk 5 pe.rhaps he understood 
Standard. 


On the 17 th level Scott looked like an old-tl.me steam 
engineer. He was c;ountlng h.i.s laddies; 23 we.re left, beside, 
himself. 

He took a deep breath. According to his rough calculation they 
liad been in ■t:hat stinking hole for 98 wo.rk turns, bi.jt what did that 
correspond t.o? A month? Two? 

Scott had tried to talk to the jailers, hut the only answer was 
an unintelligible grunting, and he gave up. .His first and constant 
thought was escape. Unfort\jnately, fortune d.ld not he-lp them, and 
their attempt was in va.ln. Lt. Rod Mcl.ay had been inju.red, and from 
that moment controls we.re intensified, so that to organise anothe.r 
attempt was very di.ff.tcu.lt, almost .impo.s.slble. 





Thc^ situation changed when Thul showed him the scenes of Kirk's 
death, the deaths of the others, and tiie wreck of the EnterpT^lse. 

He liad kept the sorrowful secret for some days; his laddies knew 
from his face he was hi.ding something, and at last he told them 
everything. 

"Now, we’re alone. Captain Ki.rk, Mr. Spock, Dr. McCoy and the 
others are dead. We must find a way to inform Starfleet." 

But it was easier to say than to do it. 

Time passed, and Scott bitterly racked his brains, but could 
find no solution to their tragedy. He glanced worried.ly, with a 
father’s concern, at McLay, who hadn’t recovered, and sighed again. 
He walked away to his mattress and sank down on it, staring into the 
darkness foi-* a moment before he took a sharp stone and made another 
notch on the wall behind him. 

Ninety n.lne work turns. Ninety nine damned periods of 
.slavery. Scott was filled with rage, and bowed hi.s head on his 
knees. If there was a way to escape he wcaul.d have found it by 
now. . . The Images of Kirk’s death returned to his mind, and hi.s 
rage increased. Finally tiredness won, and sleep gave him a little 
peace. 


Aboard the U5iS Potemkin Captain Gera.ldo Nunes, was sitting In 
the command chair, watching the viewscreen as though .it was a 
crystal ball - but he was no wizard. His vesse.l had reached the 
coordinates from which the Enterprise had sent in her last report. 

Nunez ordered a scan of the who.le area, but there was nothing 
to find in that cosmic desert, only a planetlese whit© dwa.r.f. If 
the .Enterprise had collided with the star sensors would have picked 
up readings. One thing was certain - she had not been destroyed, 
and a heavy crui.aer couldn’t di.gappear .Into noth.ingness. 

Capt.ain Nunez sighed with frustrat.lon and turned to the sci.enoe 
station. "Mr. Kendal, how far are we from the Kllngon Empi.r»e?’* 

".'Seventy point one three li.ght years, sir," answered the young 
First Officer, afte.r glancing at his monitor. 

Nunez looked aga.tn at the screen. He remained si.lent for a. few 
moments. It was a difficult decision he had to make, to go forward 
or to return home. It would be like a choice between life and 
death, between Kirk’s life or death. The best Starfleet Captain... 
a l.egend. . . a hero. . . 

"Helm,” he. said coolly, "course 71 mark U, warp 6. Go to 
yellow alert. Tie in long range soa.tiners. And-, Inform Commodore 
Mendez," he ordered. 

The helm offlce.r looked at him and swallowed, hard. That 
course led to the Klingon .Empire. Nunez returned the look, and 
nodded affirmatively. The officer turned to his station and 
inserted the new ooo.rdinates. 

i,t. Kendal stood up and approached the Captain. "Do you think 
the Klingons attacked the Enterprise?" he asked in a low voice. 


The Captain sighed, rubbi.ng his chi.n. 


"Have you a better 
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idea.? We have on.ly a .I.i.fe.lesB cof3.ni;l.c desert before us; the nea.rest 
Bolar system is very far from he.re." 

”We ’ .re going; into t.he wo.lf’s den,” .insisted Kenda.l. 

”T have no intGnt:i.o.n of crossing the border,” repl.led NunGH",. 

The Poternk.in aped th.rough hyperspace towards the mo.rta.l enemies 
of the Federatlo.n. Despite his youth CaptB.:.ln Nu.ne;i had conside.ra.ble 
experience, and that expe.r.tence warned him to be very, very careful. 

Some hovers late.r the Potem.kln halted some rtil.len f.i’om the 
boundary of the Klingon Empire whe.n th.ree K.’t’inga. c.lass heavy 
cruisers emerged from hyperspace, Nunez had expected sornet.hing like 
that, and didn’t l.<5se heart. He ordered a channe.l opened to exp.lain 
the probiertL to the susp.lciovis Commander Ktx.roth. 

The Kl.i.ngon, framed in the vlewsc,reen, li.stened s.t.l.ently with a 
typj.oo.l surly express.lon. When Nunez had .finished he rep.lied 
h ar a h I y. 


”The Organlan Treaty is st;i..l,l in force, and we have neve.r 
vio.lated it. None of ou.r o.hlps has crossed the bo.rde.r of the 
Empire, even if I would i.lke to see Kirk and the .Enterprise in 
Hell. ” 


Nvinez. ’ green eyes became dark witVi angs.r. As the Klingon 
vessels raised their deflector.^, the young Captain knew it was 
better not to Ina.i.st, Anyway, Kendal’s s6nso.ra picked up no suspect 
radiation. 

The commun.i.cation ended and the Potemkin reversed course. The 
K.lingons did the same. 

Nunez’ report to Mendez was, ’’S^ea.rch carried out. No sign of 
the USS .Enterpr.i.se, We are coming hack. Await.lng further 
.1 n s t r u c 1; i. o n B . ” 


Thul was losing pat.lence. He had a.n ai.li.ance wit.h the Kli.ngon 
and must solve the problem. Two months of hard captivity had not 
tamed the off.icers o.f the Enterprise. Time was runn.tng short, a.nd 
soon the Kli.ngon Admira.1 wou.ld retu.rn. 

Kirk was proving a ha.rd nut to crack, but Thul couldn't allow 
himself to destroy his mind. That dajnned Te.rran was too skilled a 
Starship Captal.n, He h.ad to play his trvirnp ca.rd. If Spock would 
not speak, he would be farced to use the terrible m;!.ndaifte.r. 


Spock’s mind was .In a state of fe.rment. Vulcans were able to 
measure time using only t.heir minds. He knew that 78 days, 7 hours 
and 31 m.lnutes had pasased s.lncc t.he.l.r capture. Th.f*ee times he had 
tried i n vain to e.reate a .l.lnk with K.i.rk ’ s mind. He had t.ri.ed to 
escape by deceiving the guard as he had done on Eminiar, but his 
p.l.an failed. Unfortunately I’hul was aware of his menta.!! powe.rs, and 
had used an android as h.ls ja.ile.r. So Spook decided to use his 
strengtli, an<5 had spent the last 21 days trying to unhinge the door 
of his cel.l,; but it was too heavy even for a Vulca.n. Nevert.hele.ss, 
he maintained absolute self control; logic dictated that he wait .for 
the next a pport un i ’by. 
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Spocik was lying motionless on his straw mattress, staring at 
the ceiling. From time to time the deep silence was broken by the 
faint noise of mice, that only he could hear. 

That day hi.s mediation was interrupted by heavy footsteps 
approaching. He thought the guard was bringing food. In the 
beginning the guards had given him a sort of soup with meat, which 
he refused to eat. Perhaps Thul had hoped to weaken him with 
hvinger, but after the fifth day the guard brought vegetable soup. 
That confirmed Inis worst suspicions; Thul wa.s doing everything to 
get to the Iriformation stored in the Enterprise computer, and h.& was 
the only key for getting it. 

The bolt was drawn, and the door opened with a crash. Two 
iailers entei'ed. "Get up!" one of the Ma.ldhorian.s sai.d, aiming his 
weapon. 

The Vulcan obeyed silently. 

"Come on t" 

The guards roughly pushed him out of the cell. They walked 
along a corri.dor, then he was taken Into a lift. Spook counted the 
levels as they went up. They stepped out four levels above. The 
guards led him Into an office; he recognised it as Thul's 
headquarters. 

Spock was left alone. He looked around, aware of a strange 
tiredness he had nevcjr felt before. He was moving to a chair when a 
blue file on the desk attracted his attention. He opened it, and 
glanced at the contents, which were enough to make the Starfleet 
Chi.ef Admix'al ’ s hair stand on end. It wa.s a detailed KXingon 
invasion plan. Maldhor was the Kllngons’ ally, and the planet was a 
rich source of dllithium. 

There was a stjdden noise and Thul entered. If Spock had been 
Human he would have started, but he kept his impassive expression 
and replaced the file befor’e the Maldhorian could realise what he 
was d oin g. 

Thul eyed him Icily as he sat as his desk. "Your Captain is 
dead. All your crew are dead," he said a.fter a moment. 

Spock remained on his feet, rigid. 

Thul. switched on the wall screen. "Look!" 

Images began to fo.rm. A cave, slaves digging with tools, picks 
and spades. Scenes of tor'ture. The Enterprise officers chained and 
whipped. Disfigured faces, crushed bodies, cries of pain and 
desperate groans. Images to make the f.lesh creep. Spock's Human 
half shuddered with pain, his Vulcan half called for Justl.ce, and 
stl.ll his feat\ires remained Impass.tve, hi.s express.ion detached. 

The screen fli.cked off, then on again. Two poles on a wet 
pl.at.form. Two .lifeless bodies. Blood oozed from their wounds, 
mixing with blood. Dr. McCoy and Mr. Scott, tortured and ruthlessly 
murdered. 

If Thul expected a fu.rious reaction like Kirk's he was 
disappointed, but the Maldhord.an .reserved the most disgusting images 
for last. 
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”Do you r-emembe!.r> every moment of your captivity?*' 

/ 

Thul's quest ion reached Spook like a. bolt from the blue, i The 
Vulcan confined himself to raising a quiz!?:ical eyebrow, folding his 
arms . 


"Look." 

The images went on. Two guards approached a man chained to a. 
pole. It was James Kirk. His naked shoulders showed deep, bleeding 
wounds. They tore his clothes away completely, and tht^lir whips hit 
him again, ferociously. 

Speck’s face turned pale, but his expression remained cold. 

Thul watched him, and a sneer of satisfaction appeared on his sullen 
features. 

Kirk was half unconscia\is now, his eyes rolled back in his 
head, a trickle of blood oozing from his lips. 

Spook’s dark eyes were sparkling coldly, lit with an unusual 
hatred. 

The camera panned round and framed the entrance to one of the 
tunnels. Two Ja.i.lers appeared from the dark passage and entei'ed the 
cave; a tall, hooded and cloaked figure followed them. They headed 
towards the Captain. 

The camera framed a close-up on Kirk. Blood mixed with sweat 
ran down his chest. His tormented face showed a terri.ble pain, taut 
his hazel eyes were still bright with pride. He would never give 
up. Kirk’s look conveyed to Spook his final plea. 

I'm dying, and I entrust yau wJzth &v&nybh'ing. Save, the 
infarmcib'lon in our aompuber - o.nd stave ynuraelf. 

A Satanic look darkened Spook’s noble features. The atavistic 
warlike spirit of V\jlcan was winning against logic. He clenched his 
teeth, restraining the violent emotion that filled his heart. 

Thul stared at h;I.m. The alien’s 13.1oglcal nature didn’t 
undei’stand Ichat apparent indifference. His fiery eye would have 
frightened anybody, but Spock sustained that look with the force and 
dignity of a true Master of Kolihnar, even if he had not achieved 
initiation. 

On the screen the images continued. The hooded figure stopped 
near the pole and removed his cloa.k, revealing his terrible 
intention. That man had pointed ears. 

Kirk eyed him, dismayed. "What. . .? Why. . .? You. . . You’re my 
f riend ..." 

Spock coiildn ’ t avert h.i.s gaze from the screen. He remad.ned 
motionless, witness to horror. An overwheJ.mi.ng sensation of nausea 
filled his stomach, and he fei.t a lump d.n his throat. His mind was 
flaming, unable to think, to believe what his eyes were watching. 

Cold sweat ran down his spine. Nausea changed to repulsion, 
repulsion to shame. He opened his mouth, but no word came out. 
Vd.olent emotions exploded in Spock's heart, breaking all his 
resistance, but now he dd.dn’t want to resd.st any more. His soul was 
tumbling to Held,. 




D&cir Qoclt Uihcib did I d.o7? But hcM7 Whci.n7 Wh«re7 1 do nofc 
romamha}'. . ^ Whtxt cir'd Th.\LZ 'ff pouws?'*^? I ocinriot have done. . . 


Comniander- Thul watched the. First Offi.cer’s face; .It seemed 
carved in rtsarb.le, pale, an aura, of grief on his features. The 
Maldhorian knew that he had won. He switched the screen off and on 
aga.ln. \ 


The F.nterp.riBe appear-ed, intact, I’esting on the planet's 
sur.faco in an enormous hangar. Then the. viewscreen darkened. 

Thul rose and a.pproached .Spook, fac.itig h.im. The Vulcan was 
motionless, staring at nothing, ter.f*lfled, his face rigid, his dark 
eyes lifeless, clouded, unseeing. 

The alien grinned devilish.ly. "Now you know what you did t" he 
said in a savage tone. 

Spook did not hear h.ls words. He felt himself to be an abject 
creature, a worm. His d.i.gn.tty, his honou.r, were lost. 

Thul cal.led the Jailers, who appeared some moments later. They 
pushed the pri.soner out, and Spook al.lowed himself to be d.ragged 
away without offering any resistance. 

Spock found himself back in the dimly lit cell. Unable to 
stand on his feet, ho collapsed onto his knees, covering his face 
with both hands. Fear, hatred, impotence, self-loathing were 
crushing his log;l.c. 

Logic? What logic? There was no logic in what he had done, 

Thul had killed h.ls logic. He was a worm. His worth.lness was gone 
with Kirk. He felt hu.rt, betrayed, decc.tved. An uncontrollab.le 
wave of overpowei’lng amotions flooded into his mind. He cociked his 
head and widened his eyes. .As much as he tried he couldn’t cancel 
from h.ls mind the .flna.l image that Thul had shown him. . . 

"What have T done?" he sighed. "I have damned myself. Thul 
drugged me and compelled me to. . . Oh god f Jim, I beg you.r 
forgiveness. J.im, my friend. . . You. . . you can never forgive me. . . 

I have.... I-.. I do not remember... Is it possible that Thul had 
the power to overcome ray cont.ro.1 In that way? What kind of power 
has he? Oh god! Jim. . . T * hy* la. . ." 

Spock realised he was trembling with rage. He couldn’t be 
Vulcan any more. He couldn’t be eithe.r a man or an officer any 
more. He was only a wretch. His eyes were burning, and he realised 
they wei'e filled with tears. He was weeping. 

A Vulcan could not cry! He tried to recover his self-control, 
and a sob lacerated his chest. This was what Humans called 
dishonour. Starfleet, the Enterprise, his friends... everything was 
lost. His dignity and his self respect had been obliterated. He 
had one last duty - to destroy himself. His life had no meaning any 
more. 


"For what Thul made me do.,. I have no right to live. I have 
dishonoured myself and my dearest friend... I have killed Jim in the 
most disgusting way... I cannot allow myself to live one more day. 
What I have done is beyond any shame. I cannot live any more among 
either Humana or Vulcans, There will be no peace for my sin. . . " 
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Death was his only desire. 

"I must die- It’ the.re la-.any l^iorioiir l.eft to me, I must: oommlt 
suicide...” 

Vulcans respected any life-.torm, and they could never commit 
suicide. Their Gduc.ation, their j^ell-glon, their very nature 
considered it a crime. But Spock*s Vulcan education was wavering. 

In his mind a horrid image pulsed like flames ~ Kirk, his Captain, 
his friend, lying sprawled face down on the floor of the cave, his 
blood streaming from dozens of wounds covering his entire body. And 
he, Spook of Vulcan, was the offender? His logic was lost. He did 
not remember his acta, he did not remember doing what lie had done. 

Spock knelt in the traditional posture, summoning up his mental 
energy. He joined his hands in a gesture almost of prayer. His 
eyes widened, stax’lng at nothing. His mind began to remember. . . 

V’ger, a wonderful, almost divine, mechanical being, searcliing 
for its Creator - illogical Man! He had been in touch with it, a 
perfect mind that did not know emotion. 

A ghost can. led Khan Noonl.an Singh - and a terrible battl.e to 
death. 

Death. . . it attracted him with bewitching force. . . 

And his ll.fe ft'orn Genesis, thanks to hie Human friend .lames T. 

Kirk. 


A black sky over this name. His mind was bewildered... 


At that moment Leonard McCoy was asking himself if he had taken 
the wrong direction in digging hie tunnel. It was almost three 
metres long, and now it was too late to go back. He had to go 
forward at all costs. 

Dust and damp seared his throat, and he cotighed, wiping his 
forehead with what remained of hie uniform. His beard was long, 
shaggy .and dirty. He shuddered, feeling sticky - he hadn’t had a 
bath for months. He sighed, and continued to dig with grazed 
hands. He made his last effort and pushed with his makeshi.ft tool 
against the stone which blocked his way, pushing it with the I.est of 
his strength. 

"Dammit?” he exclaimed, panting. 

Beyond the rock wall Spock heard a faint noise, like tha.t 
caused by metal on stone, and J'lis concentration lessened. His eyes 
began to focus, and he peered into the darkness. There was 
nothing. The noise became louder. Spock drew himself up and 
steadily watched the wall before him. A rook s.lab was moving 
slowly. He frowned, ready to f.ace anything with the determination 
of a man who has nothing more to lose. 

The slalT slid aside, and a filthy, bearded Human crept out of 
the hole. 

McCoy coughed again and remained crouched on the ground. He 
looked up at .Gpock and felt a surge of adrenalin in his veins. He 
jumped, unab.le to believe wl-iat he was seeing. A ghost? or a real. 





V u 1 c an ? 




’’My god t " he whispered. 

Spock didn’t recognise him at first, and stared at the man 
hesitantly. Hie voice... He had heard that voice before... It 
was... McCoy! It was impossible, beyond logic, 

”Dr. McCoy!” he exclaimed feebly, and bent down to help him up. 

The doctor seized Spook’s hands and squeezed them, as though 
making sure he wasn’t a ghost. ’’Spook!” he murmured faintly, and 
his blue eyes dimmed with tears of Joy- 

”Bon... McCoy?” The Vulcan’s voice was also a murmur. 

Somehow it was very difficult to restra.in emotion. Spock felt his 
throat dry, and words failed him. 

The doctor smiled and hugged him. ’’Damn you, Spock.. 

The Vulca.n remained motionless for a moment, but a feeling of 
relief filled his mind and he returned McCoy's hug with 
embarrassment. His desperate heart was seeking a streak of light 
after such deep grief. 

McCoy coughed again, grimacing at the pain in his chest. he 
was exhausted. Spock recovered his self control and helped him to 
sit down on the straw bed, resting his back against the wall, then 
sat down before him. 

"Doctor, how did you find me?” 

McCoy opened his eyes and his lips curved in a small, tired 
smile. ’’Why don’t you ask me why I’m alive?” he said with his usual 
Irony, notwithstanding the tears blurring his eyes. ”I missed you." 

Spcjck sighed, nodding, and a fal.nt Emile lit up his face. 
Perhaps there wfis hope for him. . . 

”T dug like a mole, and instead of fl.nding .freedom I found 
another cell - and you,” McCoy said. 

MoCny ik)as aliv&. ’Perhaps Jim. , . and he didn’t. . . he couZ-dn’t 
remember... 

Tl've doctor looked at him with affection as he realised tl\at 
Human emotions were getting the upper hand over Spook’s Vulcan half. 

”Tf you are alive, perhaps the scenes Thul showed me were 
false,” said the First Officer, trying to exorcise his dangerous 
feel.ings. "Perhaps .7im himself is alive, ” 

McCoy scrutinised .^pock’s face; never before had he heard such 
anxiety in the Vulcan’s voice. He swallowed, 

"That damned son of a bitch also showed me... our officers... 
all dead. Jim, too.” 

McCoy coughed violently, and the Vulcan supported him, with a 
worried expression. "You are very tired,” he said, helping the 
doctor to lie down on the mattress. 


McCoy shook his head, panting. 


”I’m ill...” he whispered, 




breathing heavily. have Lvvo broken ribs and... bad 

bronchit1G...” He clutched at the Vulcan’a arma. "We must 
escape, . . discover if the others .ai’e still alive. . 

Spook nodoied and held him down, feel.ing his heart rate 
Increase. 

"... but if they are really dead...'?" McCoy continued hoarsely. 

"Tf .lim Is still alive, . . or if I really. . ." Spook did not 
finislA the sentence, and McCoy eyed him quiZHically. "The 
Enterprise seems intact in a hangar on the surface," he continued. 

"SlAe’s destroyed," replied the doctor wearily. 

"No," said Spook. "Thul deceived you again." 

McCoy cursed in a low voice. 

"Tf the othei-'s aive all dead. . . " Spook paused, his voice 
trembling, "T cannot pilot the .ship alone. Escape is impossible." 

McCoy drew h.Imself up, leaning on one elbow. "What do you 
mean? What’s happened to yoxi?" he asked firmly. 

Spock did not answer. McCoy Eitared at his dark, alien eyes 
with a mixture of wot'ry and curiosity, A tei'rible anger flauned in 
those eyes; McCoy understood that Spock was fighting an Internal 
battl.e - but why? 

"What have you discovered?" McCoy insisted. 

Spock recovered his usiial calm expression. "In Thul’a office I 
saw some writings in Klingonese... Kllngon and Maldhor are allies, 
planning an invasion.... This planet is a treasxxre house of 
dlllthium. My l.ast dutj.' is to destroy. . , " 

Spock spoke slowly, with many pauses. The doctor knew well 
that was not his normal way of speaking. He remained silent for 
moman t. 

."Spock, tell me the truth. What happened?" 

The Vulcan stared at him mutely. "I... I prefer not to apeak 
of it." 

"Of what? Are you .sure you don’t want to talk about it?" 

Spock remained silent: McCoy knew that he woul.d speak only if 
he wished tcs do so. 

"Spock, has anyone ever told you that .look gives you a more 
Human ai.r?" 

Under normal, circumstances McCoy’s irony would have annoyed the 
Vulcan, but now the doctor saw him smile, and congratulated himsel.f 
that he had succeeded in relieving the tension in Spock. Then he 
realised that that was another sign that something bad had 
happened. 

He shivered with fever. Spock looked at him worriedly, took 
off his shirt and covered his companion; he could stand the cold, 







McCoy could not. 


The doctor slept fox' .five hou.rs. When he woke the fever was 
gone, but he felt very weak. He .i-'aised his head and looked around. 
53pock was crouched on the g;.round, eyes closed, wearing only his 
black T-shirt and trousers. Vulcan was a warm planet, and he was 
not accustomed to cold temperatures. 

”i>pock?" McCoy called In a low voice. "Spock! You’re risking 
becoming 111.” 

The First Officer opened his eyes tiredly, and saw McCoy 
handing him his unifoi'm shirt. He shook his head. 

’’Put It on, Doctor, You are in more need than I am.” 

McCoy nodded, and pulled the shirt around his shoulde,rB, ”Do 
you have a plan*?” 

The Vulcan stared at him hesitantly; he had never before seen 
such an expression in Spock’a eyes. ”We have to wait for guards to 
pass near. I will try to reach them,” he answered after a long 
moment of silence. 

McCoy saw death, then a flash of Ghal.lenge in Spock' s eyes, 

very unusual for him. The Vulcan was o.n the verge of a fit of 

nerves. 

”We must escape. We must do everything pcjssible to thwart 
thel.r inva.slon plans,” McCoy said resolutely. 

It seemed his words didn’t reach Spook’s ears. McCoy rea3.1sed 

that his heart and mind were confused and far away. What had Thul 

done to hlmY 

Their wait lasted for a short time, then they heard heavy 
footsteps approaching. The doctor stood up, glancing guestioningly 
at Spock, and he nodded affirmatively; hJ.s face looked tense, 
strange. 

Was it the right moment*? The Vulcan hoped It was. His only 
impulse was to flee his sin. He rested i^is hands on the stone wall, 
beginning to concentrate. His telepathic mind had difficulties. He 
channe.lled his mental energy into a dark vortex of violent, 
illogical emotions. The :(aile.rs* feelings burned In Spock ’ s mind in 
cruel images of war and hor.ror. 

Then..• he touched them. 

In the cor-ridor two Maldhorlans became aware that something was 
happening in the Vulcan’s cell, and quickened their pace, 

Spock detached his liands from the wall, murmuring inaudible 
words, and McCoy hurried to shake him from t.he mind meld. The First 
Officer widened hie eyes. 

’’They are barbarians ! " 

”Yes, I know. They’re coming., .” 

McCoy was interrupted by the creaking door, which was opening. 





36 


Spock shook JiLb head slowly and nenovered his control at once, 
gesturing to him to keep silent; then with a feline motion he hid 
behind the door. 

The doctor obeyed and drew back slowly; his weakness wouldn’t 
allow him to become involved in a hand-to-hand fight. Then he saw 
the iron bar he had used to dig, and he had an Idea. He seized it, 
and waited. 

Moments later two Maldhorians entered the cell, facing the 
doctor, who raised the bar and struck the fJ.rst guard with all his 
strength. Spock moved rapidly, and the second guard collapsed to 
the ground with a groan. 

"Why didn’t you try to escape before?" McCoy asked, and 
coughed, doubling over with the effort. 

"I did try four times before... before I... Hurry up!" Spock 
avoided McCoy’s questioning eyes, picked up the guards* phasers, and 
gave one to him, then checked to see if the corridor was empty. It 
was - no alarm had been raided. 

McCoy rested his shoulders agaJ.nst the open door and breathed 
deeply. 

"Do you think you can make it?" Spock asked coldly. 

McCoy eyed him, his face pale. "If I tell you I can't, would 
you stop for me?" he replied with a distressed smile, then realised 
it would have been better not to have asked that - he had the 
feeling Spock wanted to give himself up. 

The Vulcan supported him wi.th an arm. "When we reach the 
Enterprise I'll give you an injection of Salbijrathol,’’ he said, and 
moved forward. The doctor followed him silently. 

They sneaked carefuli.y and warily along the corridor as far as 
a lift; the insufficient Illumination gave the walls a strange 
greenish luminescence. The sound of their footstepp echoed 
dangerously. 

McCoy was exhausted and out of breath. "Do you know the right 
direction?” he asked in a murmur. 

Spock looked at the lift resolutely. "Have you never heard of 
intuition?" he replied as the door opened. 

They entered and Spock pushed the last button while helping 
McCoy to stand on his feet. 

"Your Human half can he useful - sometimes.” McCoy paused. "I 
hope the guards don’t discover our escape." 

"That is a calculated risk. You Humans like to believe in good 
luck. " 

Spock had spoken in a calm voice, but his expression was a mask 
of helpl.ess hatred and badly conceal.ed anxiety. 

Finally the lift stopped and they stepped out into the hangar 
where the Enterprise was. Spock had taken a risk and won - at least 
partially. 






The hangar was an enormous transparent dome. McOoy wJ.denecl his 
eyes, amas'-ed, and choked back a curse. All wa.a silent. The 
F.nterprise was aiirrounded by four high pylons. Large stripe of an 
unknowti material were !\oldlng the ship so that the keel did not 
touch the gt'ound, but hung suspended a few metres from the floor. 

”How did they do that?" the doctor asked. 

Spock shook hi.s head. "Theoretically i.t is impossible. I 
don’t know how..." 

Hla words were Interrupted by a deafenJ.ng klaxon sound. McCoy 
pressed hi.s hands to his ea.rs. 

"They got us!" 

The Vulcan looked around. There was nowhere to hide in that 
vast hanga.r. 

"We must reach the sh.ip." .He pointed decistve.ly to the 
■Rn te rpr 1 se. 

"How do we get aboard?” McCoy asked, .limping after him. 

"Through one of the stern hatches," Spock answered curtly. 

"I’m sor.ry, Doc;to.r," he added, and with a rapid movement took McCoy 
on hie shoulders and dashed off towards the ship. 

McCoy’s we.lght slowed his desperate run, and then two 
Ma.Idhorlans appeared, aiming their phasers. 

Spock. stumbled, and the doctor noticed an expression on his 
face he had never seen before, one of hatred and despair, an 
expression the Viilca.n was try.l.ng to repress. Spock fired without 
giving the Maldhorians time to react, then he rose again, supporting 
McCoy. He strode forward and firmed a.gain, killing another three 
guards who ha.d appea.r*ed on thei.r right. McCoy had observed him many 
times, hut Spock had never looked so .Human, so hopeless. 

They reached the Enterprise’s stern hatch, and Spock took a 
magnetic key from tiis belt. McCoy wondered where he had found it, 
but the Vulcan anticipated his question. 

"I found It in Thu.I’s of.fice. I t.l'iought it v.?oul.d be useful." 

Spcick set the key with the Enterprise code, and the hatch 
opened. Spock stepped inside and pulled McCoy with him. The doctor 
.resti-»ai-n6d a groan. 

"Thank you,” he whispered, closing his eyes at the pain in hi.s 
ri.bs as he col.lapsed to the floor. 

The Vulcan nodded, and si.lently closed the ha.tch, sealing it 
again. Now they we.re safe. 


The alarm did not sound in the itilnes. 

Captain Kirk was ready. He had a detailed plan, and was 
waiti.ng for the right occasion to use it, su.re that he could make 
it. He muBt make it, .for himself and fQ.r his officers. He was 
alone, without a shi.p, w.itliout a future. No! .He had. a future. 


He 
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r«niernber'«d his VuJ.cari fr.l.end'a words. ^ Ex^avy pTahl.&m Has ■its 
aoliit i.an.. ' Escape became his obsesslotii. 

Kirk's brain was racing with sad thoughts of death. He hit the 
rook with his pick angrily, furious, so furious that he would have 
killed a Maldhorlan had he been free to move, but chains hampered 
his movements. Beads of swea.t were on his brow and ran down into 
his hazel eyes until his sight grew dim. He wiped his face with his 
arm and cursed, then stared to dig again, casting a flaming glance 
at a guard. 

A hell rang. The shift was over. The Jailers began to unchain 
the slaves, then took them towards the exit through a long 
corridor, Kirk was pushed ovjt with the others. 

.Suddenly one of the prisoners stumbled and collapsed onto the 
muddy ground. Tl\e column stcjpped. The guards rushed up, boating 
the slave. .Someone started a brawl. Groans mixed with shrill cries 
and whippings as bodies crowded together in a big, noisy mob. 

This was the moment he had been waiting for. Kirk freed 
himself from the throng, then looked around and slipped silently 
away from the group, then ran into seconda.ry passage. 

One of the guards realised what was happening and followed him 
with a Phaser. Kirk couldn’t risk the fire. He hid round a corner 
and waited, then leaped out and knocked the Maldhorlan down. He 
looked at the alien lying face down on the ground; he had killed 
him. The force of his hatred and despair had made him want to kill. 

Shaki.ng off a feeling of death that was overwhelming him he 
took the Phaser and fled through a lateral tunnel. He ran for all 
he was worth towards the unknown until he reached a lift. His mind, 
his heart, wei-*e flaming. He felt like Lazarus, rising again from 
Hell, come back to avenge his friends* deaths. He was upset, 
terribly resolute, and miserably ready to face anything. 

Kirk took the lift and pressed the last button; it went up 
three levels. He stepped out and two guards barred his way. He 
fired, pitiless, without batting an eyelid. 

The ground rang under his fe.et. The lights were very fal.nt. 

Tt seemed to him as though a whole city had been built underground. 
Perhaps some catastrophe had made life on the surface impossible. A 
pungent musty smell suffocated him. He was panting, and stopped 
before the first door he came to. It looked like one of the dungeon 
cells. , . He aimed the phase.r and fired; an opening appeared in the 
door. 

A fl.lthy, tattered man was crouching on the ground, v/ide-eyed. 
Kirk recognised the red uniform, and felt the adrenalin surge in his 
veins. 

"Scotty!” he murmured; his voice was broken, his heart 
throbbing with astonishment. 

The engineer stared at him, dumbfounded. "Jim... JIM! Oh 
god!" Tears brightened his dark eyes. He stood up slowly, unable 
to believe what he was seeing. 

Kirk approached the man, his handsome features losing their 
hardness, his lips curved in a sun-like smile. His heart was 
singing now. The shadow of Death had disappeared in his mind. 
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The two men hugged each other. They no longer looked like 
brilliant, charming Starfleet officers; they were filthy, ragged, 
unkempt. But now, courage had returned. Kirk felt full of spirit; 
now there was hope again. 

'*My god. . . Scotty.. . I can’t believe. . . he whispered. 

The engineer squeezed Kirk's a.rm.g, as though to have proof he 
was not dreaming. "Jim... I... wo thought you were dead!” His 
voice was broken with emotion. 

Kirk eyed him quizzically. "We*? What do you mean, we?” he 
asked, releasing Scott. 

"The Maldhortans separated us. I’m with 2il of my boys. I know 
many of the officers are still alive. IJhura, Chekov, Sulu, Kyle and 
DeSa.lle are shut in cells in this corridor. " 

Hope lit Kirk’s eyes. "And Spook? McCoy?" he a.sked anxl.ously. 

The engineer looked at the ground, shaking his head 
desolately. "Thul killed them,” he said dismally. "I saw..." 

Kirk felt his heart breaking. He was shocked. He had 
hoped... He had wanted to hope... Perhaps he had fooled himself 
with vain hopes, and that hope had helped him to survive. In his 
mind his son’s words rang. 

’ never faced death; you aln)aye cheated it.' 

David was right. And still he managed to get through the 
Genesis tragedy, and Spock returned from the Kingdom of Shades, And 
now he had lost him again, with another dear friend. His best 
officers, his closest friends, were gone forever. 

Kirk took a deep breath and swallowed bitterly. His crew were 
alive; now, he had to care for them. 

"Can you follow me?" 

The engineer nodded, and seized the phaser Kirk was handing 
him. "I'll follow you to Hell, Captain." 

They ran along the corridor and one by one they opened the 
cells. The warm voices of his officers gave Kirk courage. He tried 
to coiint them, btit he couldn’t. He was too happy to see their 
faces, to hear their laughter. Uhura burst into tears as she saw 
him, and ran into his arms. 

Chekov grinned, understanding. "Keptln... Keptin... ve are all 
alive," he said. "The Maldhorians put other Humans in the upper 
levels. I heard a guard speaking Standard,.. He mentioned the 
Enterprlse." 

Kirk’s eyes clouded, and he frowned. "She’s destroyed." 

Sulu shook his head. "No, Captain. Chekov and I saw something 
unbelievable. Maldhor has no atmosphere, and Thul put our ship into 
a hangar on the surface. She’s intact," 

There was a murmur of amazement. Kirk and Scott exchanged a 


look. 



*’That'a impose.ltile ? Kirk said harshly. 


Scott rubbed his forehead. Foi* a moment the only sound was his 
breathing. ’’Technically. . . Technically possible, but very 
dangerous.” His voice was thick. 

Kirk glanced at him, then ordered, "Hurry up{ We must get out 
of here. If the Enterprise is intact, we must find her." 

Kirk pointed to the end of the corridor and strode on. His 
mind was in ferment. Feelings of despair and faith were warring 
Inside him- He willed himself not to think; now he must only act, 
and act well. They were on the razor’s edge. 

They walked rapidly to freedom, but suddenly a wall of energy 
blocked the way, and the piercing wall of the alarm rent the air. 

Two guards appeared facing the Captain, and he fired without 
hesitation. 

"Separate and find the otherst" he shouted, and ducked behind a 
corner, phaser ready. 

The officers scattered and disappeared in the dark passage like 
shades among the fog. Scott remained at Kirk’s side. 

"I gave my weapon to Sulu,’’ he said. 

Kirk nodded, watching attentively, taut no-one came. He gazed 
beyond the energy wall to the lift. 

Scott looked up, searching for something. "Jim!" he called, 
pointing to a box on the ceiling. "There!" 

Kirk raised the phaser and fired. The box exploded and the 
energy wall dissolved into sparkles. They ran on, and Scott picked 
up the weapon of a dead guard. 

"Hurry up!" Kirk exhorted. 

When they reached the lift the door opened and a group of 
Jailers stepped oxit, phasers aimed. 


Commodore Mendez had known Kirk for twenty years, and when he 
received the message from the Potemkin he was dumbfounded. Kirk 
wasn’t the type to cheat or deceive, so the Klingons were the only 
explanation; but he couldn’t I’isk starting a war, especially after 
the Genesis tragedy. 

He looked out of the window of his office on Starbase Three. 
The planet’s sun was setting, and the far snow-capped mountains 
sparkled, reflecting the last of the reddish sunbeams. The sky was 
changing colour, the vd.vid blue fading to violet as the sun slid 
below the peaks. 

Mendez sighed, then returned to his desk and switched on the 
intercom. 


"Lt. Fairchild, send this message to Starfleet Command." He 
sat down, paiised, then began to dictate tonelessly. "From Sector 
11, Starbase 3. Recording the disappearance of the USS Enterprise, 
NCC 1701 -A, Captain James T. Kirk commanding. Last message received 
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staipdatcs 2739./i. USS Potemkin sent to Investigate, search resul ts 
negative. On my order, Potemkin remains in area continuing patrol. 
Reports l?rom Captain Nunez and Commodore Nimrod accompany this. 
Signed, Comiaodore lose I. Mendez.” He restrained another sigh. 

”Send it Code 3 and Prlo.rlty 1.” 

The young woman framed in the vlewscreen on his desk nodded, 
trying to conceal her amazement. ”Aye, sir.” 

The Commodore switched off the Intercom and went to look again 
at the sky. Darkness had fallen, and stars twinkled against a black 
tapestry. He had always liked that view, but tonight it wrung hie 
heart. The sky seemed threatening. He ran his hands through his 
hair, grimacing. 

”Kl.rk * s got himself Into a mess again. Ha seems to do it on 
purpose. ” 


Spock car^ried McCoy to sickbay, where he injected a stimulant 
which worked immediately. The doctor was lying on a diagnostic bed, 
and the Vulcan was at his aide, reading the scales on the panel 
above him. 

”A physician now, are you?" asked McCoy with an amused 
expression in his bl.ue eyes. 

Spock kept silent for a few moments, then he looked at him 
sternly. "Soon you will feel better.” 

"Thank you, ’Doctor' !"• McCoy grinned. 

The Vulcan didn’t seem to appreciate his irony and strode out. 
In the doorway he stopped without turning round. 

"I am going to the bridge. Do not move till I call you," he 
said curtly and went out, leaving McCoy alone. 

The Chief Medical Officer followed him with* his gaze until he 
was out of sight. Spook's behaviour was very strange, unusual and 
emotional, McCoy had tried to understand him, in vain. What was 
weighing on Spook’s mind? He remained staring at the point where 
the Vulcan had disappeared, while he began to feel his strength 
comJ.ng back. 


the 

the 


Commander Spock 
ship. He didn’t 
only two aboard. 


walked carefully through the empty corridors of 
meet any Maldhorians; perhaps he and McCoy were 
But it was better not to take chances. 


He noticed that the instruments were intact and working; 
evidently the Maldhorians had not managed to deactivate the main 
circuits. 


The turbolift took him to the bridge, where the lights were 
dimmed. Spock moved immediately to his own console, sat down, and 
switched on the internal sensors to search for alien presences, but 
they registered only himself and McCoy. He punched other buttons, 
hla thin fingers moving rapidly on the board; then he stopped, 
realising that he was perspiring. He remained motioni.ess, stai’lng 
at nothing, trembling. 





The lift doors opened beVi.ind him and McCoy stepped onto the 
bridge, staggering. The doctor* leaned his shoulders on the wall, 
staring at him, puaal.ed. 

"What did Thul do to you?" he asked point-blank. 

Spook started, and turned slowly, his face vei’y pale. "The... 
the Klingons... No, I*m fine... I’m fine now," he muttered 
hesitantly, 

McCoy scrutinised him mutely, and felt his hair stand on end; a 
diabolical expression d±stort;ed the Vulca.n*s features. 

"Spock, tell me the truth. How do you feel?” he said gently, 
and approached the Vulcan, who got to his feet, clenching his teeth, 

"T am fine now, Doctor. I ordered you to stay in sickbay, and 
you must stay down there!" he said in a harsh tone. 

McCoy eyed him wi.thout uttering a. word, and the Vulcan avoided 
that searching look. He moved away and checked the engineeri.ng 
station, then sat down and began to work rapidly on the console. 

McCoy continued to stare at him, speechless. Spock was... 
going mad? Mad? He approached him, and stopped at his side. 

"Spock," he said calmly, "we have shared many difficult 
situations. We shared Genesis..." 

"An ill-fated accident," Speck interrupted him without raising 
his dark eyes from the console. 

"Call it what you want, but we shared many troubles. Spock, in 
the name of the friendship we share with Jim, what happened? What 
did they do to you?" 

Silence. The Vulcan felt a sense of relief. McCoy's words 
were leading him to te.ll of his misdeed. The word ’friendship' had 
a strange sound for him; it gave him a shameful peace. He ha.d no 
right to it. He bowed his head, closing his eyes. ' He had 
dishonoured that sacred word. 

"Spock, you and I saw Jim dying, and the others, hut.., you saw 
something else. What was it?" 

The First Officer looked up; new lines around his eyes showed 
his deep tiredness. "Doctor, there are things we cannot share." 

McCoy bent over him and grasped his arm. "So there is 
something else. If you tell me you’ll feel better. Some years ago 
1 told you that a release of emotion can be healthy." 

The Vu3.can freed himself from McCoy’s hold and looked down at 
the console, keeping a distant and enigmatic expression on his face 
that increased McCoy's worry. "Some years ago I also replied that 
sometimes the release of emotion is not useful." 

McCoy remained silent. Something had changed in Spock, 
something indefinable. 

"Doctor," continued the Vulcan In a dull voice, "we have no 
chance of escape. I cannot pilot the ship alone. Soon the 
Maldhorlans will beam here. I have raised the shields, but I doubt 






thsy will hold. The ongines are cold, and cannot p,t*oduce enough 
energy. Once we used a dangerous chemical formula to start them, 
hut Mr. Scott helped me. Now Scott is dead. Doctor, we are dying.” 

McCoy swallowed, and felt his muscles become numb. The Vulcan 
did not deign to .look at him, but stood up and went to the 
communications station; miserably he sank into the chair and 
switched on the subspace radio. 

"This is the last report of the USS Enterprise, First Officer 
Spook speaking. The survivors aboard the alien wreck were 
Maldhorians. They used nerve gas to render the crew unconscious and 
take possession of our ship. They brought us down to Ma.ldhor and 
kept us in underground cells. All the senior officers and crew have 
been killed; only the Chief Medical Officer and I have survj.ved. I 
have discovered that the Klingons are allied with Maldhor, and they 
have formulated a plan of invasion. Ma.ldhor is an enormous mine of 
d 11.1 th.i.urn, and a dangerous Klingon outpost .in Federation territory. 
The date of the invasion is set for stardate 8807.^. Our last duty 
is to stop them. The ship is not functional. I .intend to set the 
self-destruct sequence.” 

Spook’s voice held no i.n f lect .ion. McCoy sta.red at him; 
stardate 8807. v./as only four days away. .He sat down on a step as 
the Vu.lcan pushed another button on the console 

"Cf5mputer. " 

"WorkJ.ng, " replied the metal.l.lc vo.lce. 

"Seou.n.ity procedure. Access to self-destruct code." 

"Identify for* retinal scan." 

"Commander Spock, First Off.tcer, Science Officer. fJecvi.rlty 
class At." 

The small rnon.ltor fac.lng him flashed .in a range of vivid 
colours, reproducing hl.s eyes’ pattern. 

"Identified," 

"Record the death of Captain James T. Kirk. Captain Spock in 
command. Emergency opera t.ive.’’ The Vu.lcan spoke tonelessly. 

"Emergency operative. Death of Ca.ptain James T. Kirk 
recorded." 

"This is Captain Spock. Destruct sequence. Code one, one A, 
two B. " 

"Code verified and correct. Destruct sequence entered." 

"Countdown th.ree minutes. Code aero zero zero dest.ruct zero." 

"Countdown has begun," replied the computer. 

"How long do we have?" McCoy asked. 

Spock d.i.d not answer; .It was a.n illogical question. The doctor 
di.d not protest, but gestured to him to sit down beside him. The 
First Officer shook hia head and remained standing. The two 
remained moti.onless, gazing at the main screen, whil.e the faint 
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tic~tac of instr^ument'S echoed in that air> full of inconsolable 
memories and helpless r-age. 

’’Thnee minutes befor-e the end,*' McCoy whisper’e.d, buryl.ng his 
face in his hands. 

Spook looked down at him, and felt an unusual sympathy for the 

man. 


Suddenly McCoy cocked his head and eyed him. "Now that we're 
going to die, you must tell me the truth." 

Spock avoided McCoy's gaEe and turned away. "I have performed 
my last duty. The explosion of the Enterprise will destroy 
Maldhor. I have done my duty, though I am no longer an officer.,. 
or a man." 

McCoy frowned without understanding. "What do you mean*?" 

Spock remained silent. 

"What do you mean?" McCoy insisted gently. 

Silence again. 

"I saw Jim dying..." Spock's voice was a whisper. 

"So did I. Jim was a great Captain." 

Silence again. 

"I... raped him." 

McCoy looked at him for a long moment, unable to believe what 
he had :just heard. "What?" 

"I raped..." Spock could not finish the sentence. 

McCoy stood up. ".Spock, are yo\i mad? I can't believe you 
could have done something like that." 

The Vulcan remained turned away, staring at the darkened main 
screen. "It is true, Doctor. The Maldhorians made me... They 
drugged me... and somehow they forced me... 1 had no recollection 

of the act until... until Thul showed me a tape..." 

His face showed all the strain he was going through. Even his 
Vulcan control could not bear the pain, the shajne of having to tell 
McCoy what he had done. His mind, his soul, were in turmoil. 

The doctor felt a surge of adrenalin as he faced the Vulcan. 
TheJ.r eyes met, but Spock coxild not bear McCoy's gaze. The doctor 
put a hand on the Vulcan's shoulder. 

"Spock... Oh my god, Spook!" 

They remained silent for some moments. 

"Spock, I understand. I understand how you feel about that." 
McCoy paused, .seeking the right words. "No words can ever heal your 
wound. :C can only tell you this: it was not your fault. You were 
not responsible. They drugged you." 







"Birt: you cannot understand, Doctor. 1 was the instrument of 
his death!" Rpock said explosively. His eyes flamed with anger. 

McCoy’s eyes were filling with tears; ho tried to hold them 

back. 


"My god!” 


Meanwhile, on the Iftth level, the fighting continued. The 
Maldhorla.ns managed to block Kirk and a group of officers in a 
blind tvumel. The Enterprise crew was battling for freedom, and it 
w«.s a real fight to the death. 

Kirk did not lose heart. He aimed his weapon and fired, 
killing the aliens in the first line. Scott leaped forward and 
picked up a. phaser; Kyle pcjunced on a guard and cut his throat with 
cold determination. 

Swords crossed and sparkled. Blood dripped, mixing with mud 
and dust. Courage and despair were painted on the faces of officers 
sorely tried by long days of slavery in the dreadfvjl mines. 

Kirk fought like a lion, phaser in one hand, a dagger in the 
other. He had to break through the enemy front rank, and ran at 
them, shouti.ng with rage. 

The group overwhelmed the Jailers and reached another passage. 
Kirk went on carefully, with his phaser set ready to kill. Two 
guards appeared, their eyes shining crvielly. For a long moment the 
two sides faced each other silently, with a mutual hatred; then 
everything ended. Kirk fired, then ran to the lift, followed by his 
of ficera. 

They emerged in a wide cavern where they found Chekov with 
another group of officers, who clustered around Kirk. There was no 
time for small talk or greetings; they moved along the corridor to 
Thvil's office without meeting any guards. 

Kirk entered, his face dark. "This is where that bastard 
showed me fake scenes 'of your deaths." He pointed to the screen on 
the vjall. 


In the corridor fighting broke out again as Jailers reached 
them. Sulu took hold of a Maldhorian and felled him with a karate 
blow. Inside the office, Scott approached the console and studied 
it attentively. 

"Jim, thi.a computer controls the whole netwoi'k cif galleries. 
Some of tdiem are surrovmded by magnetic fields." 

Kirk grimaced. "We must find the other crew members." The 
Captain’s voice was firm, and a strange light flashed in his hazel 
eyes. 

The Chief Engineer understood that he was referring to Spock 
and McCoy. he flicked a level', and the alert lights on the console 
began going out one by one. 

"Damn you, Kirk? I’ll stop you?" 


Thul's voice sounded behind tfiem, and they Jumped. 
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Kirk did ncit, he8.1tat«. Th« Mal<3horian commander was aiming a 
gun at: them. He fired, and Thi.il dissolved into nothingness. 


On the bridge Spook and McCoy sllenfJ.y followed the countdown 
witl'i hopeless .reslg.nation. 

Btp... hip... It was a signal from the sensors. 

Spook turned and hurried to his station. He could not believe 
what he was watching - Human life-foxnn readings registered on the 
small screen. 

”Tt must be our crew!*' excla.:lmed McCoy in a voice broken by 
emotion. He turned tiack to the cVironometei- and shouted, "Spock! 

The countdown* E:l.g,hteen seconds left!*' 

The Vvilcan hurried to the communications station and pushed a. 
button. **Computei’, abort destruct sequence. I am Captain Spook. 
Repeat, abort destruct sequence. Code zero zero zero one zero.** 

Some small, lights faded and the chronometer stopped. *'Destruct 
sequence aborted,** said the cold voice of the computer, but to McCoy 
It sounded wonderful. He started breathing again. 

"l.et's get to the transporter. Whoever they are, we'll beam 
them up,** said Spock, running to the tvi.rbolift. 

McCoy followed him, pressing a hand against his back a.s he 
grimaced at the pain. 

'*And the coordinates'?" 

"Inserted. *' 

They I'an like the wind fox' the empty transporter room. 


On Maldhor, in Thul’s office, the wall behind Kirk slid open. 

He heard a faint sound and turned suddenly, Just in time to see Rhav 
raise his sword. The blow struck Kirk's shoulder, and he colla-psed 
to the grovmd in a. pool of blood, 

Sulu entered the room, uttered a cry, and hurled himself on the 
Maldhortan, using al.l the skills of an ancient samurai. A few 
violent blows and the helmsman had the better of the alien; a knife 
plunged into Rhav’e chest. 

Scott was bending over Kirk, trying to stop the bleeding. 

"Spock.,. Don't worry, this is nothing." Kirk's voice was 
faint, but firm. "We need to find Spock and McCoy. " 

The engineer nodded. At that moment they heard the familiar 
sound of the transporter, and a shining column of light enveloped 
them. 


Twenty-two people appeai‘ed on the platform of the transporter 
.Everybody was filthy, .ragged and unkempt, but incredulous and 


room. 




happy. Scott wai3 supporting Kirk; tho Ca.pta.in*s V\ea.c:l waa hanging, 
hlB uniform bloodBtainGd, 

♦’Spook. . . Bones. . . Good hoave-ina ! •* exclaimed Scott, and his 
voice rasped. 

Kirk opened his eyes slowly, looking for his Vulcan friend. 
Despite the unbearable pain coming from his shoulder he held out his 
hand to Spock, who froze. 

The Vulcan’s mind flamed. Pa.ln, sorrow, regret, shame filled 
his soul. For a long moment he did not heat' the Jubilant voices 
around him. His dark eyes clouded and met Kirk’s. Thank god! His 
Captain, his friend, was alive! 

McCoy looked at both of thevn and understood what was happening 
in Spook's nilnd. He dl<3 not hesitate, but hurried to Kirk, kneeling 
beside him and waving the tricorder over his body. The sensor's 
showed only a superficial wound. 

’’Bones, . . ” 


The doctor shook his head. "Keep stili.!’’ lie ordered, 
ataiinching the flow of blood. 

Spock was rigid, motionless, fighting a terrible internal 
battle. Too many emcrtlons were attacking his logical mind. 

The room was in chaos around him. Scott rushed to the consoi.e 
and as he began to operate the buttons, other people appeared on the 
platform. Su.lu and IJhirra ran for the lift, shouting to Chekov to 
follow them. 


Kirk soon recovered his strength, thanks to the powerful 
stimulants with which McCoy had injected him. 

"Kyle, DeSalle, beam everyone up, and hurry! Scotty, go to the 
engine room. McCoy, you help the wounded," the Captain ordev'ed 
c;urtly, and turned, looking for Spock, but he could not see him. He 
thought he tnus’fc be on the bridge, and ran for the turboli.ft. 


Some moments later Kirk was again in his place, seated in the 
command chair on the bridge. He felt as though he had returned to 
Paradise -- the Enterprise was his peraona.l heaven. In his heart 
happiness and rel.tef mixed with anger and fear. When Thul, had told 
him that the Enterprise had been destroyed something had died within 
Viim; when the Maldhoria.n had tvild him his offi.cers had been killed 
he had felt grief wring his heart. Now he was born again, 

A violent Jolt i.nterrupted his thoughts. 

"Captain, they’re attacking us!" Sulu shouted. 


"Damn them!" cursed Kirk as he pushed a button on the arm 
rest, "How many people are aboard?" he asked abruptly. 


"Three hundred and thirty six, sir. All transporters 
wot'klng. There are many injured but I think, we’ve got all 
survivors. We can't detect any more Human readings." Kyle 
breatlilessly. 
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The intercom buzzed and Kirk answered it. 








as 

"Scott I'lere, c’aptaln. The ongi(Ui-ti aro cold, but Me. Spock hao 
inserted the fornutla foi' a. cold start. Ready on your order.” 

The Enterprise Jo 1. tod again. Kijr'k did not answer hit! Ch.le.f 
Engineer, but called Kyl.e. 

"Hurry up!" he .said brusquely. "Damage roports from all 
deck.s," he continueci, turning to Ifhura, v.?ho acti.vated her console. 

"All, crew aboard," she .repot'ted a moment l.ater. 

"Vei:'y well," eai<! K.irk. "Cliekcjv, deflector siiields up." 

"Aye, sir. Shields up." 

They were Just In time to bloclc piiaser f.l.re fx'om ttie 
Ma 1 d ti or i an s . 

"Full impulse power, Scotty!" Kirk called O'/ei’ the intercom. 

The Enterprise had to break the wehlrlng whlct\ held her, and the 
dome w.here she Vi.ad been trapped. It was difficult with a vessel of 
such albe, as she was not easy to manoeuvre in a confined space. 

K.lr'k was a.sking his officers to do something wh.lch had never been 
attempted before. 

"Sulu, course iill. mark 3,” he ordered. 

The helmsman swallowed and carried out the ot'der, his hands 
sweating. 

The ship moved slowly, breaking the webbing. A roar resounded 
round the dome - the Enterprise was rising. She trembled, fighting 
the gravity. 

Kirk .kept his eyes on the helm conso.le, watch.i.ng every one o.f 
Sulu's actions. He felt tired, and his wound was aching. He 
restrained a moan of pain and pressed a hand against his shoulder - 
he couldn’t give up now. 

"Accelerate, course till mark 7*” 

A roiling mass of dust and gases rose around the ship. SiiXu’s 
muscles ci'a.raped into knots, his nerves tensed, 

"Phaser banks one and two, full power, fire!" Kirk called. 

Chekov’s hands flew over his console. "Aye, sir!" he replied, 
and fired. 

Everything around the vessel exploded. Tongues of fire Ij.cked 
the outside hull. For a moment the main screen faded, then cleared 
again. The F.nterprise broke through the sea of flames towards the 
vacuvjm of space. 

"Temperature increasing!" Chekov .shouted against the deafening 
noise. 

"Ready to break into hyperspace!" Sulu infoinned h.lm. 

They were winning. 


"Scotty, have we got warp speed?" Kirk asked. 






the Chief Engineer .replied 


’* Aye, sir, al 1 ’ s ready, 
reasBu rlngly. 

"Go to warp one?" Kirk ordered, hla hands clenching on the arm 

rest. 

It was a matte,!' of a moment fo.r the Enterp.rise to lacerate the 
veil betvjeen normal and wat'p space. A whirl began to rotate, 
enveloping the vessel, star's became threads of light, then suddenly 
everything was quiet. Kirk and his crew had won free. 

Suddenly a dazzling light Invaded t.he bridge, making Kirk and 
his officers shie.ld thel.r eyes with their hands. The main screen 
framed the p.lanet of Ma.ldho.r, whi.c.h was exploding with terrib.le 
power, a frightful sight. It was as ttrougl'i a. brilliant flower of 
fi.re blossomed in space. 

The main screen f.lasVied aga.i n, then the flower became smaller 
and sm-aller as tJre Enterprise retreated at warp speed. All sense of 
diaturhanr;e J^iad gone. A.ll the console.s were working .norrnally. Then 
the screen darkened, and averythi.ng was silent. 

Kirk turned to the Eic.lence station. It was empty. 

He pressed the intercom button, "Scotty, is Spock down tlie.re?" 
he asked, and hi,a voice betrayed worry. 

"No, sir. We thought he wa.s on the bridge." 

"Thank you," repl.led Ki.rk thought.fuily. 

The d.nteroom buzzed, and McCoy’s voice said hai'shly, "Jim, 
you’d better come down he.v'e," 

"What is it?" He stood up. 

"Hurry!" 

Kirk's face turned pale- He rushied to the turbolift, aware of 
a dreadful feeling of deja-vu, and a cold shiver ran down his 
spifie. He pounded along tl'ie corridor's to sickbay. 

McCoy was waiting outside the intensive care section, his arms 
folded. Christine Chapel was coming out of the ward, and Kirk met 
her gaze; seeing tears in her eyes, his a.nx.lety turned to fear. 

McCoy moved i.nto the room, and the Captain followed silently. 

The First Officer was lying rigidly on a bed. The panel above 
him showed his life signs at a da.ngerously low level. 

"What happened?" 

McCoy gestu.red nervously. "There's something you should know 
aliout Spock." 


K.i.rk frowned, sta.ring at hi.s Vu.Ican fr.lend, who was paler than 
usual in the dimly .lit room. "What’s wrong with him?" 

McCoy paced the room. "I’ve done everything possible for 

him. . . ’’ 


Kirk didn’t understand, and fcal.lowed the doctor? to h.la office. 



’’What's wrong with Spock'?” he ins.lstecK 


McCoy went to a cupboai.-‘d and took out a bottle and two glasses; 
then he set them on his desk, avoiding Kirk’s ga^.e. 

”Jlm, what happened to you down on the planet? I must know.” 

Ktrk eyecJ him, iiis Keatures olouc.ied. ’’Bones, I’ve been thoug!\ 
the same things we all Iiave. ” 

McCoy reatrali-ied a. start. ’’V/haf; do you mean?” he insisted as 
he poured the brandy and handed a glass to Kirk. 

”T’ve been shut In a cell, whi.pped by Thul’s oi'^ders, and 
tortured to get our computer codes. I'hul showed me faise .Images of 
the deaths of my crew. . . 'Fhen I was made to dig with other s.laves 
until I succeeded in escaping.” 

McCoy hesitated fo.r a long moment, staring at the golden arnbe.r 
brandy In his glass. ”.Do you remember anyth.l.ng else? Are you .erxre, 
Jim?” he asked. 


Kirk stood up anc] looked at him; the l.i.nes arcnind his ha:^el 
eyes were deeper than they had been. "Yes, that’s all. But. . , 
why ? ” 


The doctor did not answer; he brought: the glass to his lips and 
swallowed the contents at a gulp, then closed his eyes, feeling the 
ti r' a n d y ti u r n 1 n g h 1 s d ry t h ro a t. 


’’Hell?” he said!, sla.mrri.i,ng his glass on the desk. 
’’Bones ? ” 


"How can 1 
pace aimlessly. 


Kii-"k sVif^ok 
f 1. rmly. 


say tl\is straight?" McCoy asked misera.bly, rising to 
".'lim, Spock thinks. . . he killed ycHi. . .” 

his head, perplexed, "But I'm alive!" tu:; objected 


"Let me finlst\, Jim. Thul. . , Spock also thinks. . . lie raped 
you, that Tliul d.rugged him and fo.rced him to... He can't tiear it. 
He’s wl.l.ltng himself to die.” 


Kirk’s eyes widened, and he felt his Viea.rt ,tn his mouth; he 
turned pale, and slumped in his chair, "Damned bastard!" tie cursed 
In a. whisper, and bxjried tils .face In his hands. "Oh god, it isn’t 
true! T t Is n * t t rue’” 


McCoy :rePllLed liis glass and drank, starl.ng at the llqtJid as 
though looking for an answer. Theii Vie slammed Vi.l.s glass down on the 
table .again. 

"Jim, you’re his last cl-ia,nce.” 

Kl.rk looked up at him, his Viandsorae features haggard with 
distress, "What can I do?” 

McCo^','- spread Viis Viands. ''I. ' va done everytViing possible. A 

Vulc.an mind .la ver-y powerful, and Spock has decided to commit 
s u 1 c i d e , ” 


Kirk stood up and Vieaded for tVie intensive care unit witVi 
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hesitant steps. What could he do for his friend? His friend, who 
was dying for a crime he had not committed. 

He entered the room; it was quiet, and the lights were dimmed. 
He stopped for a. moment i.n the doorway, his ex.pressJ.on hardening. 

The Vulcan was lying on the bed, his breathing irregular, his face 
emaciated, his heartbeat almost non-existent. Kirk rubbed his eyes 
tired.iy, choking back the imminent tears, then he slammed his hand 
on the table. 

"Damned bastards!" he murmured. The pain helped him to recover 
his self control. 

He took a chair and put it beside Spock’s bed, then sat down 
with a. sigh. He felt his heart throbbing in hi.s chest as he stared 
at his dying friend, and rage set him trembling. 

"Spock!" he said in a low voice. "Spock, T don't know if you 
can hear me... What you're thinking... it didn't happen. Thul made 
you believe it. flpook, you know I can't i.ie to you. I can ' 1; hide 
the truth. What I'm telling you now if? the truth." 

Kirk had a. lump In his throat, and the words faded on his 
lips. He i^ested his elbow on his knee and rubbed his face with his 
hard. 


"Sn>ock, for god's sake, believe me! You're punishing yourself 
for something you ha.ven't done." 

The Captain sighed deeply as Spock remained motionless; the 
Vulcan’s life si.gns remained low. 

Kirk felt death hovering in the shadows of the dlmly-!llt room, 
and shuddered with fear. He was no telepath, but... many times in 
the past tl'ie two had linked minds. Perhaps... a tiny thread was 
1 eft. . . 

He took Spoek’s hand; It was cold - the coldness of death. 
Gently he positioned Spocik'.s fingers on his face and desperately 
began to concentrate. 

\You must feel my mind. I've told you the truth. What you 
believe nevei' happened. Please, feel my thoxjghts. . . \ 

KIt'K had his eyes closed, pressing Spock *s hand to his face an 
he tried desperately to touch the Vulcan's mind. 

"God, please let him sense rny thoughts!" he prayed in a liopeful 
wh j.sper. 

\Spock... do you remember our first mission, and the 

Platonians? The^y tortured all of us. But at the end we won. Thul 

was a damned bastard... Spock! Oh god, l.et me touch hl.s nuind! Let 
hi.m live!\ 

Tlie friendship that t.led him to Spock ha,cl to be strong enough 
to allow him to snatch his friend from death’s grip. The Captain 
prayed V'j'lth all the force of his soul, because he knew there wa.s a 
god, a supreme Intelligence, and that god had to save his friend. 

K.lrk remained silent for a long time, then he took Spook’s hand 
from his face and laid it back on the bed. He looked up at the 

diagnostic panel, but the life signs were falling lower and lower. 
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He felt impotent and deypenata. He couldn’t cny -- a Starshi.p 
Captain wasn’t allowed to cry, not even svhen his best fri.end was 
dying. He stood up sadly and turned away, seeing MoCoy, who had 
been a silent v\?l.t:ne.S3 to whai; had Just ha.ppened. 

”Jim, you’ve done eve:rythl.ng you could. If Spook li.ves, he’ll 
owe it to you,” the doctor said in a broken voice. 

Kirk looked at hJrn, seeking a little costifort, McCoy looked 
dowti at the floor. '[’he Chief Medical Officer l^>a.£} allowed tc3 cry. 


Spaczk lOa.s float iriQ through <i dark tunnal. Deia.th uJa.<a oalling 
hi a Ticima, a.nd he f&lt d.ra.ujn. to h&r. Hc-i had no /ear. Dc>,a.th tras- 
u}aiting for him. He felt lights very light. A eenee. of peaoe ijJa.a 

filling hie eoxj.l, and eorrou .1 began, to fa.de in the darkness of the 
Everlasting Night. Rea.lity i\)ae not rea.lity any mare. A veil of 
soft .eilenae enveloped hia mind and. gave him relief. A auie&t c.a.11 

\x)as leading him to the dimension t.ohei'e the. Eternal Sleep reigned, to 
the Kingdom of the Shades;). He felt himself go in that magic, river 
to the Non-Existence .... 

Suddenly he felt a pre.eence,. A shining hand reached out to him 
and barred his uuiy. 

\NOOO.^ I must die.t\ 

A feeble, fa.i'~awo-y voice was pra.ying for 
hack f T ' tje. told you the ti-ut7\. Yoxt're dying 
didn't do...\ 

A poWc-irfulj lu.minoxJ.B whirlwind ana.tched. him up fi-'om the 
darkness and carried him up to the Light. He fought desperately 
x/.ntil he gave up and an irride.saent sun exploded, into hies mind. A 
thousand, and a thouaojui shining ten.ta.cles seised, him and pxj.Bhed him 
out to the Dawn. 

Now he was emerging from a grey fag. Someone was ca.lling his 
name. That Voice was irreB-ist ihle. . . it Was bo fa.mil iar. That 
pi'esence . . . Jirnf 

\J irn, 1 touch your mind. . . .Tim, 1 laiow now. . .\ 

”J TM ?” 

K i, t'k jump ed , a n<.1 t vi r r\e<1 bac k . 

McCoy widetieci hi..a eyes, a.ston.1 siied . 

”.7 irn?” Spook repeaired in a wlrispev.', and stretched oi.ii: a Vrand to 
the Captain, who approached the bedsJ.de unbel.ievingly. 

Kirk held Spock’s hand in his own and squeezed it gently. God 
h ad 1 i, s t e n e d i; o h i. s p r .a.y e r s . 

The doctor's face brightetred wl.th a sun-l.ike sm;ilG. He read 
the di.as?ioat:i,c p.anel; Spock’s li.fe s’.i.gna were ris.i ng s.lowXy. 


him. \Spo c k, aame 
for something you. 


"Captain’s Personal (.,og, stardate S809.1. 
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"Thank god, Spock is I'ecoverlng, and he’ll soon be back on 
duty. 'The whole orew is very tired by the sad adventure on 
Maldhor. I’m sui^e that the memory of so much cruelty will remain in 
our minda. Our escape from the planet cost the lives of many 
Innocent peopH.e, all the ci’ewmembers of those Starships which 
disappeared under mystei^i.ous circumstances. I was compelled to 
choose betwe^en their lives and ours. But if T. could have saved 
thefn, 1 would V^ave saved only poor mindless beings. 





Panic fear beats on that dcjor in val.n 
No shock can start a tremor, no surmise 
Wake sudden lightning in those watchful eyes 
Unconscious of their glint of hidden pain 

Nor friendship neither can admittance gain 
That stronghold sore beset with Human spies 
Will yield itself to none save in the gui.se 
Of stony desert or volcanic plain 



Its vision takes in plajiets, scans the stars 
Moni.tors systems, comets, raete<5rs. 

Honours their* being and computes thei.r goal 


But still one realm to da.rkness lies condejnned 

Denied alike to Human foe and friend 

The close-sealed fort.reas of the Vulcan soul 



Pac Deacon 



by 


Joycs Dovl.in 


Ue.ll, Juira. I Qa again, gutting my atarna Baattarad. and 
raaaaamhl.ad, I thought to myse^lf as I stepped up onto tho 
tr>anopor*teir* plat.form with Jim - Captain Kl.rk, that is - Spook, oujo 
Float Officer, and Lt. Anderson and Shadow of Security, The 
transformation of Jim’s attitude towards the black German SJhephe.rd 
had been a revelation in itself, for he now adored the dog, having 
come to the conclusion that not all dogs were dangerous. His 
uncle’s dog had savagely attaciked him, almost killing him, when he 
was a child; Shadow had saved his life from a man who had bee.n 
trying to kill him in revenge for his brother. Jim had said that 
Shadow had risked his own life for his, and deserved that he should 
get over the childhood terror that breed held for him. 

I in turn had counselled him that while ^.t was all right 
getting over the fear, he should always be wary of any dog he d:t.dn’t 

know, and not go rushing up to pat it, Jim had Just laughed, 

telling me that my advice would have been all right had he been a 
child, but that his own common sense would hold him back from 

rushing up to Just any dog; in fact it was most likely he would not 

meet any other dog than Shadow, who with his handler would be 
Included In the Captain’s landing party group. His reasoning was 
that the dog needed more exercl.se than he could get on the ship, and 
this way he could run free. That I ag.reed with. He also added that 
by taking Shadow along the dog could alert them to things the Human 
eye and ear* could miss. 

So here .1 was about to transport down to the planet’s surface. 

1 guess I’d let myself In for it as usual, because when .7im had said 
that he and Spook would be going down for a look before allowing his 
crew a few hours planet-side recreation, I had informed him 
pointedly that I v^ould be going too. Jim had Jokingly asked if .1 
did not trust them; X had replied, ’’No,” a pure flat "No," and as 
the turbolift door closed behind the three of us laughter erupted on 
the bridge. 

It was a well ktuiwn fact that nine times out of ten either Jim 
or Spook ended up in some kind of troub.Le that needed the raedica.I. 
training of yours truly. You’d think being CP/IO on the Enterprise 
they’d consider me and ray feelings a litt.le, but no, they always go 
galloping off into the unknown with me t.raillng al.ong behind picking 
vip the pieces or sticking bones back together. 

Anyway, we beamed down to the planet, and boy, what a sight’ 

We were in a beautiful val.ley; there was a lake in the centre, with 
a wooded area on the banks. 

"It’s lovel.y. " Lt. Anderson sp<3ke first after the initial 
si.irpr.lse had w<5rn off. 

"Yes, l.ieutenant', it la lovely. However, we have all 
exper.ienced before how the beautiful can and sometimes does tu.rn 
ugly," Jim responded. 
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"Yes, with you and Spook at tho centos, Visually,” T chipped in. 

’’Bonea.” Jim ahot me a dirty look. "Spook, what does the 
trlcorder read?" 

**Tntell igent ll.fe form reading negative, animal readings in the 
immediate area." 


"Anything Viarmful to us, Spook?" 

"Nothi.ng indicated," Spook .r< 2 plied as he pivoted around, aiming 
the trlcorder and taking readings, 

"Lieutenant, if you wish to let Shadow run free, then please do 
HO," Jim said as I started taking water samples to analyse back 
aboard the shi.p. 

"Shall we take a look around, Lieutenant? You and Shadow come 
with roe. Spock, you and Bones take a 'i.ook over that way, and we’ll 
meet back here in, say, an hour. Check in every 1,5 minutes. .All 
right, move it," 

With Shadow running free ahead of them .7im and Anderson moved 
off towards the wooded area while Spock and I carried on further 
around the lake and onto a moor. It actually reminded me o.f the 
Scottish countryside w.li.h the rolling hi.lls, and on the horizon the 
purpl.e h.aze of a heather-like plant could be clearly seen. 

"Scotty’.s going to love this, Spook," I stated as we came to a 
halt at the top of a hlli. wc-.': * d cll.rabed. I looked back over the 
valley; there was no sign of clvl..i.isation a.nywhere, 

"Yea, Doctor, I agree. The lie of t.Vie .land and its geologica.l 
composition resemble Scotland - scj much bo, one could ai.moat believe 
one was there." 

"Spock! What's that over there?" .1 asked, pointing to what 
looked like an .artifi.clal const.ructlo.n, 

Specie foi.lowed my pointing fi.ngtir. "P’asc.inati.ng. " He started 
to walk towards the artifact, with yours truly following like a 
collie dog. 

When we reached it, the object proved to he an obelisk. 

"Spock, be careful," T warned. "Remember what happened to Jim 
the last time we came across one of t.Visse," 

"Yes, Doctor. Would you pi.ease c:ontact the Captain." 

T took oui; ray communicator and flipped it open. "McCoy to 
Captain," I said, not wanting to hi.t the notes that had opened the 
obelisk the last time. 

"Kirk. Yea, Bones?" 

"Jlra, we’ve come across an obelisk," I informed h.lm. 

"So have we. Spock, what do you make of it?" 

"Captain, I believe this eonstruction to have the same or.igin 
as the .last one we discovered. Logl.cally it would have the same or 
similar effects .and purpose. .1 suggest that you be very careful." 
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'•And cLan't open i fc acciden tally, I added* 

"Yes, Bonea, T had come to that eonoluBion myself, and have not 
climbed up on It: this time* Lt* Anderson has taken a recording of 
it for you. Spook, to compare. 1*11 meet you back at the beara-dovijn 
poi.nt in half an hour. Kirk out.** 

Spook and I were waiting by the lake. My back was to the water 
as I watched the trees for any sign of .71m and Anderson, It was 
Shadow who broke from the trees first, at a gal.Xop; as he got closer 
it was clear he was chasing a rabbi t-like animal.. As Jim and the 
lieutenant appeared Shadow and his quarry we.re sig-siaggi.ng across 
the open ground. I was so mesme.r.i.8ed by the tactics of the ’.rabbit* 
that I faii.ed to hea.r Spock’s warning shout; Shadow h.lt me full i.n 
the legs and T went spt'awllng back rl.ght i.nto the lake, along with 
Shadow and the rabbit, which swam away quite the thing. 

I sat up blowing the water out of my mouth like a fountain, 
with a frog- croaking on the top of my head. 

'*Oh ray*. Oh ray**' Jim laughed. 

’’Shadow*. *' Ijt, Anderson was trying not to gi ggle. 

Spook, simply stood, eyebrows raised to disappearing point. 

"Don’t stand there laughing - give me a hand out," I demanded. 

"Who, me? Not on your life, Bones,** Jim laughed. 

As I stood up the frog Jumped from my head back into the 
water. I was dri.pp.ing frogs, tadpoles, you name i.t, and all Jim 
could do was laugh. I sat on the grass to pour water out of my 
boot. 

"You all ri.ght. Doctor?'* the lieutenant asked. 

"Yes*** I snorted, glad it was reasonably warm. 

"I’m sorry, but you see, the rabbit ran between your legs, and 
Shadow, well, he couldn’t stop, so he slithered into you, and both 
of you ended up in the lake." 

"Shadow - is he all right?" I asked as I removed my other boot 
and emptied the water, tadpoles and all back into the lake. 

"He’s fine. A bit wet, but okay," She tried not to l.augh as I 
fished a nev\7t out of my trouse.r leg. 

"Bones, I thln.k we * d bette.r beam back up to the ship and get 
you out of those wet clothes," Jim smiled- He managed to stop 
laughing long enough to call the sh.lp. 

So there I was in my stocking soles, wet boots slung over my 
shoulder, dr.lppl..ng wet all ovei’ the place as the transporter beam 
caught us. I had visions of my molecviles tae.tng scattered al.l over 
the cosmos, and I can tell you T was glad to find myself in one 
piece and all assembled correctly. 

**Dr. McCoy - what happened?" Kyle, the transporter cihie.f, 
smil.ed as he saw me stand'J.ng dripping all over the place along wl.th 
Shadow. 
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"Don’t ask 1" 1 bark.«d as I stalked off, l.eavi ng a trail, of 
drops behind me. 


After I had a'nowered and changed I poured myself a good sti.f.f 
drink, and had Just sat down when my door buzze.r went. 

"Come!" I shouted, and the door slid open to allow Jim to 
enter. 


"Bones, are yfiu all right?" he asked, looking guilty. 

"I’m fine," I repl.ied, adding, "You want a drink?” 

"Yes, why not?" he replied. "Look, Bones, I carne to apologise 
- T mean, for laughing. .I’m so.rry, hut it was so funny." 

"That may be so, but you could have helped me out," I snorted, 
handing him his drink. 


"What 

So i. t 

"Who, 

"Yes, 
would have 


? And land In t.he water alongsl.de you? No way!" 
was out. .lim thcujght I’d tiave hauled hi.m In beside me. 
me?" I asked i.nnocen t l.y. 

you. And don’t de.ny it. It’s the sort of thing you 
done. " 


"Yes, well. I take It you’ve contacted Star.fleet Command?" 


"Yes. " 


"And?" 


"We’ve to do a .ful.l. survey of the pi.ancjt. The Vulcan Science 
Academy are sending out a research team - and before you ask, Spock 
edited the recording and removed your duck.lng from it. He sent this 
along as he d.ldn’t think you’d want anyone else to see l.t:." J .i.m 
handed over a small computer disc. 

"I’ll view it later," I said as I took it from him and placed 
It i.n my desk drawer for safe keepi.ng. 

"Bones, ciret you all. right?" Jim asked as I felt myself swaying; 
had it not been for the desk I’d have passed out on the floo,r. Jim 
steadied me and sat me down before call.ing sickbay. 

"D.r. M’Beriga to D.r. McCoy’s quarte.rs." He put t.he ca.Il 
shi.p-wt.de as the.re was no guarantee M’.Benga would be i.n sickbay, 
"Bones, you ’ re burning i.ip." 

"Jim. X fee.l h-orrible," I managed to say before passing OT.it. 


I came to .in ai.e.kbay, and was promptly violently sick. God, I 
felt terrible! Jim stood watching me: he too looked white. 

"Dr. M’Benga, vjhat ’ s wrong wi th Bones?" I heard him ask through 
the isolation field that had taee.n set up around my bed. I knew it 
had to be something contagious. 
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"Not. a lot." M ’ Bemga was aralllns'. 

"What do you mean, Doctor*?" Ira was annoyed, 

"I have analysed the water samples Dr. McCoy brought back from 
the lake he fell Into, and to be quite frank, Captain, he swallowed 
some of the water and has given himBelf a mild dose of dysentery. 
I’ve managed to get It under control wi tli antibiotics. T think It 
may well he appropriate for all the landing party to undergo a 
course of Incjections - oh, and Shadow has been given a shot too." 

"You mean the planet Is contarninated, Doctor?" .71m fAsked. 

T felt sick again. 1 had come to the conclusion of what was 
wrong wl.th me myself, and 1 agreed w.ith M’Benga’a opinion. 

"No, Captain, the planet is safe; only the water Is 
con tarninated. Water from a lake is iisual..ly boi.led or purl.fied 
before drinking, but what McCoy swallowed was totally unsafe for 
consump t'Ion. This is the result - fever, sickness and dysentery." 


I was stuck in the isolation ward being barrier nursed by Chris 
Chapel for three days while the antibiotics worked. I’d had a mild 
c^iLse of diarrhoea and several days of being sick, but all had 
subsided on the fourth day, and on the fifth I was allowed up and 
dischar.ged from sickbay. 

By this time the Vu.l.can long range shuttle had arrived aboard 
the ,Rnt<5rpri.se, and the sci.entlsts had set up an excava.tiiin site on 
the planet’s sur'face. 7 1m tol.d me this as I st:ood on t;he tiridge 
beside Vvls command chair. 

"And I’ve let Spock accompany them," he added. 

"Oh. As long as he stays out tsf troubl.e. .lira, he’s on his own 
down there." 

"No he’s not. Thej.re are twelve Vulcans w.ith hl.ra, Bones.” .71m 
smiled at me; he knew damn well what I meant. 

"What I mean i.s, I’m not there to piece him back together agal.n 
should anything happen." 

"I know what you mean. Bones. However, we are instructed to 
stay In orbi.t an<i ;tssl8t the Vulcaris in any way possible," .Jim said. 

”T may just beam down to the planet and do a few tests myself. 

I saw' some plants that might be useful, i.f they are the same as 
plants on Earth," T t'tJid him. 

"If you do, Bones, I’m coml.ng v^ith you, and you can t.ake .a 
research team dov>?n as well," 7irn smiled, adding, "to do the donkey 
work. " 

"Fine by me." 

"Has M’Benga passed you fit?" Jim asked suddenly. 

"Yes, he’s discharged me," I said, adding. 

Chief Medlc.al Officer around her*e?" 


"Anyway, who’s the 




**A11 rl.ght, Bonea, I only /Asked,*' 


Jim looked r*on:nd the br*ldgej the.ne was .no-one p/iying any 
attention to the centne seat, as it v^hh all the first team on watch 
- rihura, Suln, Chekov, all except Spock, who was planet-side - and 
they were all used to Jim and me hav.t.ng a dlacuKs.io.n, battle of 
wills, or whatiever, although ^.ls^lal.ly it was Spoc.k and me go.lng 
hammer and tong/; at each other* verbally. 

"Well, are you coming or staying, Bo,neo?" Jim asked a.s he stood 
up .;ind headed for the turboli.ft, "Mr. Sul.u, you have the con." 

"Aye aye, al.r. " 

"Bones, are you coming'?" Jim asked again. 

"Yet5," T rem.urned .and followed hl.m, real tsl.ng that he was as 
keen as T to check up on Spock. 

"I'hen come on," 


The turbolift took us to Deck 5, where the labs and sickbay are 
situated. T gathered two technicians and was ready in five minutes 
flat. Ten minutes after .leaving the bridge we we.re down in the 
clearing by the lake again. 


"This time. Bones, don’t fall in the water, p 
pleaded. "All rlg.ht, you two, the doctor has told 
so off you go." 


The technlcl. ans 
sample jars and all. 

"You all right, 

"What?" I said, 

"You okay? You 

"No, .T’m fine. 


headCid off in the direction I 

Bones? BONHS!" 

Jumping back to the present, 
look very far away." 

Let’s go and f.lnd Spock." 


lease," Jim 
you what to do, 


h ad f1r s t taken 


We found the Vulcan camp empty; the excavation site was also 
deserted. Jim looked at me, and I looked at him. 

"i.et’s tr.y over there." I pointed to a cl.rcle of trees /About 
1,000 metres away, 

"Bones, they should b«3 he.re." 

"Yes, I know. However, I thought T saw something' move." I was 
svi.re T had. 


.7 tm took out his communl.cator and hailed Sp<AOk; as he did so 
the obelisk opened. 

"Jim, look?" T shouted as the door slid open, "You’ve done it 
again, " 

"Spock here, Captain." 

"Spock, where are yova?" 


"At the stone circle with t.he rest of the group 


o.f course." 
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think you’d better- get back to camp, Spock, ” I said over* 
Jim’s communicator. "Jim’s done it again; the obelisk opened at the 
sound of his voice." T could Imagi.ne the look on Spock’s face. 

"1 Jira on my way back. Please, Captain, Doctor, do not enter 
the obelisk, or go too close to It." 

"After the last time, Spook, wild horses wouldn’t drag me near 
it, and Jim won’t he going inside, I’ll make sure of that," 

"And who wl ]. 1 keep you from falling into It, Doctor? Spock 
out." He shut down the comllnV; before I could think of a suitable 
reply. 

Spock arrived quickly, along with the tweleve otVier Vu leans, 
and came to where J i.rn and I had mad-a ourselves comfortable on a 
large flat stone while we wal.ted for him. 

"Captain, what exactly h.ad you said Just before the obelisk 
opened?" he asked. 

"Kirk to Spock. Spock, come In," Jim repeated, 

"Yes, similar but different tones," Spock observed. "Captain, 
this coi.ii.d be the key we were searching for," he .added, ad.iusting 
the sovmci analyser unit unti.l he reproduced musically the exact 
tones Jim had used. 

"Spock." The Vulcan In charge spoke to hl.ni in their own 
language. 

Spock crossed to the obeli.sk and entered, followed by some of 
th <2 sci.enttstf}, leaving J i.m and me standing staring. 

"Bones, why couldn't Spock open the obeli,sk, yet my voice seems 
to be the key?" 

"T don’t Vtnow, Jim. There rnvist be answer somewhere," I 
repl.i.ed, watching the entrance fo,r any sign of Spock. 

"Ther‘e had better be," J i.m replied. 

Not all the Vulcans had gone Inside; I noticed they were poki.ng 
about the outsi.de, making notes and recording the c.arvi.ngs on the 
struc tiire . 

When Spock reappea.red he crossed to where Jim and I were 
sitting b.asktng i.n the warm sun; the.re had been no point in do.i.ng 
anythi.ng else -- we’d only have got :l..n the way of the Vulcans. 

"Well, Spock, did you fi.nd anything interesting?" I a.sked as he 
stopped in front of us. 

"Captai.n, Doctor, there is a vast amovint of information stored 
on stone tablets in there. It should prove very Inte.resting. " 

"Yovj mean a library?" .1 asked. 

"T. believe T just said that, Docto,r." 

"What do you propose to do, Spock?" Jim asked. 


'Sar 


is consideri.ng transporting the tablets back to the 
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■En tcr*pr*i se: howtaver, they ar>e composed of a tjtone that will 
deterior'ate once-* exposed to the ship’s a.rtiflcial e-.cavl ty. To 
r*emt5ve them ^-/ould .ceotilt In thel.:c be.ing dest.r*oyed. ” 

"So you’re so.i .ng to have to record the details and study the 
recording later, right?" I asked. 

"A logical conclusion, Doct:o.r. However, Sar believes there Is 
a way to transport them back to Vui.can without destroy.lng them." 

"What do you think, Spook?" Jim asked. 

"Captain, I have ana.lysed the suggestlori, and I consider the 
risk t o o high." 

"Right, let’s have a word with Sar," Jim strode off towards 
the obelisk. 

"Jim, I'd suggest that yotji don’t go In," I said. 

"Bones, I have no .Intention of entering the damn thing, " Jim 
shot hack as we climbed up the steps at Its side, 

Sp>ock descended the interior steps, and as my nose was 
bothering: me I followed him, leav.lng Jim standing on the outside of 
the structure muttering to himself about old mother hens. I turned 
to hear what he was saying, lost my foo(;i,ng, and tumbl.ed down the 
last three steps. No sooner had I landed in a .heap at Speck’s feet 
than Jim appeared at my side, 

".Bones, are you all right?" he asked, trying not to burst out 
lavjg.h.lng In front of the Vui.cans. As he spoke a three-dlmensi.<5nal 
image appeared. 

Jim stood mesmerised as It began to speakj Spock, tricorder In 
hand, began to record the Image; I sat where I’d landed on my 
backside, transfixed. 

There In front of me w,as the most beautiful, blue-eyed blonde 
one could Imagine. The .language she spoke was familiar, but 
unplaceahle. Her hair was long and silky, caught up at the side of 
her head to reveal pointed ears. My mouth dropped open in 
disbelief. Was this the proof that t.he Vulcano had been searching 
for all these years, proof that they were In fact the true 
descendants of the Preservers? 

Onc:e the image had faded I stood up. "Sorry," I. stammered, 

"Captain, are you a'.l. 1 right?" Spock asked as he noticed Jim 
frozen to the spot. 

"Did I set t:hat off?" he finall.y asked. 

"I believe so. Captain." Sar spoke in Standard for the first 

1:1 me, 

"How? Why?" 

"It would seem that the tones of your voice hit the same levels 
that a.re needed to operate the obelisk," Sar explained. 

".T don’t see how that's possibl.e," I said 





62 


"Doctor, hats it occurred to you that the Captain may well Bound 
l.lke the orlgi.nal programmer?" Spook asked- 

"r.ook, gentlemen, this is not the place for a diacuBsion. I 
we return to the Enterprise." 

6s .'Jim spoke a panel in the wall, opened, to reveal an Inner 
c h amts e r f u 1.1 o .f u n .f am i 1 i ar e q u 1 p me n t;, 

"Spook?" .Tim didn’t sound too pleased. 

"Captain, pilea.se stay still. Everyone, stay still," Spook 
comm.anded as what looked .ll.ke a pirobe came out of the open doorway 
and h\alted in front of Jim. 

"Keep ati.ll. Captain," Spook said again as a purple light shot 
out from the probe and centred i)Qtween Jim’s eyesjj after a moment 
the beam shvit down, and Jim swayed. 

"You are not one of the Creators." The pmobe spioke in 
Standard. "Who are you?" 

"I am Captain J ames T. Kirk of t.he USS Enterpjrise, " J i.ra 
answered. 

"Yes, the Creators said such a man would come f.rom the stars, 
who would be able to operate the me chan.1. sms by his voice ai.one. 
Welcome, Kirok. I am your servant." 

".lira, be careful t" I spoke i.,n a whl.sper as the probe re-entered 
the inner chamber. 

"Captain, please follow," Sar said. 

"No, Jim, I won’t allow .it," I said. "It called you Kirok." 

"BonsB, T ’m as cxirlous as the next man to get to the bottom of 
this." Jim followed the probe into the chamber, closely followed by 
Spock. 

The probe turned and created the same three-dimensional image 
as before, only this time the female too spoke i.n Standard. 

"Kirok, our king, the Creators said you would come, accompanied 
by one who looked like us, and one of your own race. The 
Info.rmation in t.he tablets is for your benefit. I am T’Lana, the 
last of our people, guardian of the sacred relics of times long 
past. You aT?e here, Kirok, so now I can pass on and leave these 
records in your care. All yovi requi.re to know is w.ri.tten upon 
them. However, the tablets cannot be removed from these chambers or 
they will disintegrate. The knowledge they contain will be of 
immense use to those that can read them. You alone, Kirok, have 
that understandIng and the power to reveal the charataer’s hidden 
secrets. Search your subconscious and yovj will find the key that 
was planted there before. Use it wisely." Wit.h those words the 
l.i.ghta of the probe went out and it fell to the floor. 

"Ji.m, what does It mean?" I asked. 

"Kirok," Jim repeated. "Spock, that was the name Mtramanee 
thovight I gave. What does It mean?" 

"You are the key. Captain," Spock Informed him. 
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"You mea-n tJ'iat whtan the obeli.ak erased his memory the last tl.me 
it planted some Info.rmatlon that will help us solve this mystery, 
Spock?" r asked as It dawned on me that that was the only time 
anything could have happened. 

"It wovild seem so, Doctor," Spock answered. 

"I tihought you said before that you had an excelle.nt eye for 
musical, notes," I said, 

"You are correct, Doctor. However, these carvings are the 
same, but diffe.rent." 

"That’s illogical, Spock," I retorted. 

"That may be so. However, the letters are the same but the 
seqi.ience l.s different." 

"So in other words it’s got you stumped, eh?" I questioned, 
trying to lure Spock into a verbal by-play. It wasn’t work.lng. 

"Bones, give up," Jim ordered; by the tone of his voice I knew 
he meant now, and not later- 

"Captaln, I think it may be safer if you return to the ship," 
Sar suggested, and I wholeheartedly agreed - this place was 
beginning to give the the creeps. I was beginning to ask myself how 
many more hidden chambers did this place possess, and what other 
surprises did it hold. 

".71m." I touched his arm lightly. 

"Captain, I do think it would be for the best," Spock agreed. 

"Gentlemen, if I do in fact hold the key then why should you 
consider it safer fo.r me to return to the Enfce.rprise?" Jim asked. 

The lights i.nslde the obelisk came on suddenly, filling the 
chamber wltli brilliant light, revealing a bank of panels against the 
wall. 


"You have come at last, Kiro.k, as ou.r Creators said," The 
voice boomed out, apparently from nowhere, "Yoxji are the Chosen One. 
I am T’L>ana, You.r questions will be answe.red, Kirok, our legends 
say the one like us will know how to work the unit," 

"T’Lana, why me? What is our purpose here?" .7im asked, 
puzsled. So was I. 

"Why, t<5 awaken the sleeping c.hamber of course, Kirok," the 
voice replied. 

That left me even more puzzled. 

"Spock?" Jim questioned. 

The two Vulcans went to the panels and began to operate 
switches In sequence. When they had finished the wall behind the 
xinit slid bac.k to r*eveal row upon row of sleepers in suspended 
animation capsules. 

"I don’t believe thist" I stated as Spock, Sar, Jim and I went 
in for a cl.oser l.ook. 





"Bones?” 


J Ira looked expectantly at rnc-i. 


T took my medical tr.lcorden and switched It on to take readings 
of the sleepers. "T don't know - X ' ve never seen anything like thi,a 
before," I informed himi as I came to a stoE^ beside one of tV\e 
caake t a• 

"l.ook -- isn’t this T’l.ana?" I asked, just as the eyes of the 
blonde beauty 0 £>ened. The bed of oritnge mist she was lying in 
started to ebb away out of the bottom of the casket. As soon as it 
had completely gone the clear lid slid open, and the gi.rl. sat up. 

Jim helped bet- out. 

"Kirok, you have come," she said, as she toiiched hj.s face wi.th 
her right hand. 

J i.m screamed in agony and fell, to the floor In a heap. 

"What: the hell have you done to him?" I demanded as I knelt 
down beside him, t.akin.g readl.ngs. 

"T resached out to touch his mind. I am the High Priestess 
T’Lana," she informed us. 

I glanced up at Spook. 

"Doctor?" 

"I don’t know what she’s done, Spook, but J i.ra ’ s i.n deep shock," 
T told hi.m, pressing a hypo agai.nst Jim’s arm. 

"T’[..ana, why did you not ask permisei.on to enter the Captain’s 
mind?" Spook chal.lenged. 

"As High Priestess J do not t^equlre permission." 

"There’s '.one difference, lady," .1 s.n.apped. ".l.lra here is not 
telepathic. " 

"T do not under::tand. He is Kirok. He has been sent here to 
release us from our sleep." 

"He i.s James T. Kirk," I stated firmly. 

"He is K:lrok5 T sensed a strong telepathic mind when he helped 
me from ray sleeper vinit." She sounded confused. 

is not telepathic, T’Laria." Spock stepped forward, "I 

I am," Sar Bai.d. 

"Then the bond I sensed that threw him away from me la w.i.th one 
of you?" she questioned. 

I saw the .look on Spook’s face. "You tr.Led to bond with h.tm. " 

It was not a question - It was a statement. 

"It is my right as Hi.gh Priestess to bond wi.th Kl.rok, " she 
i.n formed \is. 

"Who the hell 'Lb thi.a Kirok?" .1 demanded to know as Jim came 
to; the injection I had given him was having the desired e,Pfect. 


"He 

"As 
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"Jlra, ar-e you all rig;ht? How many flngens am I holding up?” I 
aBkod as I helped him back to his feet. 

’*Tmq,” ho replied. 

"Fine. " 


"T’L.ana, a question. Why?” -7 1m a.sked. 

”It Is my right to bond with Klrok.” 

”I am not Kirok." 

"Yes, I can see that now. Kirok has the moat powerful 
telepathic mind one can imagine. I feel that mi.nd near me.” She 
turned to Spock. "You are Kirok. It is your mind I am sensing.” 

”T am Spock, son of Sarek and Amanda,” came Spock’a reply. 

”Do you have any visual means of identifying this Kirok?” I 
asked. 


"Yea. Fol.low me.” She l.ed the way into another chamber and 
lifted out a stone tablet. "This is Kirok, the god our legend says 
wi,ll come and release us from our si.eep. ” 

There It was - a stone carving of Jim, Spock, and yours truly. 

"There’s no denying that, .7 Ira,” I piped up after the initial 
silence. "T’Lana, what else does your legend say?” Well., someone 
had to aak. 

"It says that Kirok will come and help us rebuild ou.r homes 
again once the seismic disturbances of the planet’s surface have 
settled. .It tells also that our race will become mighty again. 

Come - the units wil.l have opened." 

But instead of the lids having slid back as T’Lana’a had, the 
rest of the units had bu.rst open as glass does under pressure. The 
chambers were coffins. T’r.ana was the only survivor. 

"No? This is impossible! This cannot be? We were meant to 
start here afresh, a new civilisation," She turned to Jim, who 
stood at Slpock ’ s side. 

"Bones?” he q\.iea tloned . 

I had already run my tr.icorder over some of the still forms. 
"They were dead belksre the units swi.tched to the wakening process, 
hence the mal f vine tio.n , Jim.” 

"That cannot be. I am still liv.lng - why did my unit not 
raal functlon?" T ’ Lana demanded; then the reall.ty of the al.tviatl.on hi t 
her, and she collapsed into my a.rms. 

"Jim, I thl.nk I'd better get her to s.lok,bay, or we’re going to 
end up losing her too.” 

Spock scooped her vip into his arms with an easy grace; it was 
at t.lraea like this t.hat I envied his ability to lift a dead we.ight. 

"Captain, I suggest that you contact the ship .from outside the 
obelisk,” Spock said aw we climbed the steps out of the structure. 
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Once everyone was stranding on the grass Jim opened his 
communicator. '’Kirk to Enterprlse- 


"Enterprise,” Uhur’a’s voice came over. 

"Four to beam op, Lientenant, and have a medical unit standing 
by," Jim ordered, then he gave the command, "Energise." 

The transporter beam material.ised us aboard the Enterprise. 
Spock laid T’Lana down on the medical trolley that was waiting for 
us. I ran ray scanner over her still form and Btudi<3d the reading. 

"Bones, . Jim swayed, clutching his head; ha sank to his knees 
in agony. Spock swayed too, but managed to keep his feet. I set 
the hypo Chris handed me against Jim’s arm, .and he drifted into 
vinconaciokisness. Spock, looked at me- 

"I don’t know what’s wrong with him," .1 started to say. 

"The bond has been ruptured," Spook info.rmed me qul.etl.y. 

"Bond? What do you...? Never mind. Later. For now, let’s 
get them to sickbay." 


Within minutes we were in sickbay. M’.Benga took 
female to the Isolation ward, wh.ile I ran a few tests 
found nothing. So I called Spock into the privacy of 
ask a few personal questions. 


the Vulcanoid 
on Jim, and 
my office to 


"Spock, I need to know what you mean by the bond being 
ruptured," I said as Spock stood facing me, hands clasped behind his 
back. 


"The bond itself exists; I will not discuss or explain it. 

But. . . The mind tovjch from T’Lana caused a small tear to appear In 
the fabric of the bond. I was unable to shield Jim from the 
Influence of her mi.nd while he was in direct contact with her." 


"Can you help hJ.m by repairing the rupture?" I asked. 

"No, I cannot. . Spoc.k sank down into the chai.r In front of 

my desk. 

"Spock, are you all right?" I asked, running ray scanner over 
him; the pain reading was well above Human tolerance level. 

"No, Doctor, I am not. I have a violent headache due to the 
damage to the bond," Spock e.xplalned. 

"l..ook. I’m going to put you out fo,r a few hours. , ." 

"No. Call T’Pip to the ship- Only she can help Jim or me." 

I did as Spock instructed and got Uhura to put me through to 
the Vulcan. As soon as I'd explained what had happened she agreed 
that Spock should be sedated, and that she would be up directly. 

True to her word she appeared no more than five minutes after 
my call. I had obeyed her Inst.ructions and Jim and Spock were on 
beds side by s.lde. Spock was conscious, but sedated to ease the 
pain to controllable levels. 
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The Vulcan Healer Btvcxjd allent, watchln£ the two men who lay in 
a deep t .r a n c e • 

T had been waiting for almost an hour, watching her work, 
repairing' and rebuilding the bond that held these two men firm and 
loyal to each other. She told me that the bond had formed 
spontaneously over a period of years; as Spock had once explained to 
me, there was a risk that melding several, times with the same person 
could produce a bond, a linking o.f two minds, a constant awareness. 

"Doctor, I have done all that 1 can do at this time," T'Pip 
finally said as she straightened up. 

"Ts there any permanent damage?" I asked. 

"No. Spock will be coming out of the trance soon; your Captain 
will take an hour longer to recov'er. It is unusual to find this 
type of bond between two males. . . " 

"What type of bond?" 1 asked as warning bells started to ring. 

"Docito.r, please remairi calm. Your Captain is In no danger. 

The only side effect he will suffer is a slight headache. The bond 

is once again intact. And .T was about to say, between two males who 

are not related. It is not a full mating bond, so you can stop 
thinking that," she replied, .as if she had read my mind. 

I squirmed under her gase. "What are you trying to tell me?" I 

asked. 


"Doctor, I am speaking to you as one Healer to another. These 
things you have to know. F.irst, the bond is of the family type. 
Spock and your Captain will be aware if the other is in any danger 
or pain, alive or dead. The bond is In fact like that between 
1,den tl,cal tv/ins. Do you vinderstand?" 

"Yes." 


"Good. Next, Spock must not be allowed to touch the female 
again while the Captain is nearby. The contact she tried to form 
was the cause o.f the ruptiire in the first place, as the bond will, 
reject any intrusion. I will try to establish a link with T’Lana to 
shield your Captain, as Spock will be unable to do so for the time 
being. " 

There was not a lot I could do to stop ber, even had I wanted 
to, which T didn’t, since .7im*s and Spock’s san.ity depended on T * Pip 
c.reatlng a link that would shield them from T’Lana. 

When 1 had checked on the pair of them - Jim and Spock, that is 
- T went to see T’Lana, who was sitting up in bed looking a whole 
lot better than the last time I had seen her. 

"Doctor... Klrok - is he all right?" she asked. 

"The Captain is going to be okay," I repl.ied, as Spock appeared 
at my side. 

"I told you to stay In bed!" I snapped. 

"T am -functional, and Jim la awake and getting up," I was 
Informed, as .lim Kirk came into the isolation ward- 
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"Young lady, I think. lt;*B tirao you explained what * a going on." 
He gr-.lpped the .foot of the bed for* supp^j.nt. 

"Kinok. . . K.t.nk..." 

"Jim wil.l do fine," 

"Jim, ouj? Eldera built; the charnbera In an effont to save our 
race. Our planet’s surface vias In turmoil, with tidal waves, 
volcanic eruptions, earthquakes... In fact, it was only the Select 
who were placed in the sleeper units in suspended animation. I was 
the last, having so miich to prepare being High Priestess. We were a 
great race once, and now I am the last living descendent of the 
Valun. T am sorry if I caused you any harm. I did not mean to. I 
was conditioned by the Eldera to fulfl.l our legend, taut T’Plp has 
removed that Implanted compulsion, the need to bond with the great 
Kirok, who would come and awaken my people." She stopped speaking 
and lowered her eyes. 

"Rest now, T’l.ana," T’Pip instructed as she ushered ue all out 
of the Isolation ward and Info my office. 

"Captain, do you have any pain?" she asked as the door closed 
behind us. 

"Yes, a helluva headache. Bones, can you do anything to ease 
It?" he asked me. 

"T’Pip?" I looked to her for guidance. 

"You may administer 3 mis of Dlpitin, Doctor. That should 
settle the headache," she advised. 

"Captain, I have taken a detai.led reading on T’Lana," she 
continued. "She is Vulcanoid in every detaJ.l,” 

"Which presents us with a problem," Jim responded, looking from 
Spook to T’Pip. "That is, what should we do with her?" 

"We can’t Just leave her on the planet," I piped up. "and the 
Prime Directive has been broken." Cheerful, wasn’t I? 

"That may be so, Doctor," Spook said, "but M<s did not break 
it. We were acting on orders from the Vulcan High Council, 

Starfleet Command, and the Federation." 

"Maybe, taut the problem still remains, what’s to happen to 
T’Lana?" I asked. 

"The logical solution would be to take her back to Vulcan." Jim 
came out with a typical Spockl.an repl.y. 

"That would solve the problem, but will T’Lana agree?" T asked, 
putting a spanner in the works as usual, 

"We’ll Just have to ask her, won’t we?" Jim replied, marching 
out of the office. 

The position was put to T’Lana, who looked from one to another 
of xjB before replying. 

"Jim, the legend says .Kirok knows what is best for his people. 
What is your will?" So she passed the ball right back into Jim’s 
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court. 


**Wel.l, T’Lana, you coiildn’t survlvo on your own on the planet, 
and as you are the same genetic make-up an the Vulcans, it would be 
in your best interests to go to Vulcan. 

"Where you could be of great value," Spook added, "by assisting 
l.n the. t.rarisl-atlon of your records." 

" T B t; h t B y<5 u r bidding, K t ro k - ,7 i m" 

"Only you can decl.de your destiny, T’Lana," ,7.im responded. 

"t.et me know wiiat you decide, and v.'e’ll set the ball in mot.Ion. " 

"Ball, Oaptain? T was under the irap.ression that a bal.l was lor 
pl.aying with," T’Lana responded cjulckly. 

I had to smile. .3im was getting a taste of what Spock usually 
gave me in a verbal conflict, 

".7ust a figure of speech," he replied. "Bones, am I fit for 
duty?" 

T ran the mediscanner over him and studi.ed It for a few moments 
before T gave him my .reply. 

"Bones!" Jim was becoming liBpat 1 en t;. 

"Yes, but :1 f the pain comes back you get down her“e sharpish, 
imders tand?" 

"Yes, Bones." 

With that Jim left sickbay. I knew where I’d find him should I 
need to - on the b.rtdge, Spoc:k and T’Plp left also, deep in 
conversation. 


Tt was a good fe;W days later that T’Lana Informed Jim that she 
had no wish to rema.i.n on the planet alone, and it was agreed that 
she would go back to Vulcan, where her knowledge could be of great 
use. T found out late.r that Spock had contacted his father Sarek 
about iie.r, and it had been decided by T’Pau, the matriarch, that 
T’Lana would be welcomed into the clan. 

On -questioning Jim about tills decision I was informed that many 
generations back In Spook’s family there had been a blond, blue-eyed 
Vu.lcan, and he understood that the family felt a kinship for 
T’f.ana. So that was me told! 

I..ooking back on these pages I reali.se that it’s not only Jim 
and Spock who need looking after when they’re planet-side, It’s me 
as well. The three of ur. make a fine team, don’t we? It shouldn’t 
happen to a doctor, but to me it always does. Perhaps I should take 
a leaf out of M’Benga’s book and Just not beam down - I could hand 
the ;job over to him. 

On the other hand Jim and Spock should delegate, and I’m going 
to suggest Just that, as almost every t,ime they beam down to a 
planet one or the other ends up in sickbay. 

This time it was me first. That made a change. But as I said 





RELATIONSHIP 

When I lock 
Mi.ndn with Spock 
My knees knock 

Heart stands still 
He like rock 
Takes the shock 
Dcjes not; raoct-c 

My 'lesser will 


Tempest; bltsws 
Danger grows 
Kllngon foes 

Are ever near 
Friendship knows 
All that goes 
Awry in those 

Atssaiilta of fear 


Shel ter:I,ng tree 
To which I flee 
Instinct!vely 

In adverse weather 
Hear my pleaj 
’Come with me 
We will see 

This out together' 


You an d I 
United by 
Integrity 

Of One and Other 
Heart and eye 
You Justify 
The galaxy 

My friend My brother 
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A FRIEND 



THE PASI 


by 

A.n n J arae s 

(W:l.th a little help from her Miitn, ) 


’'Captain’B Log, Startta.te 8 7 04.3 

’’The Enterprine is In orbit around Capri cxis V; our mission 
is routine, but necessary. 1 have been ordered to Investigate 
the Caprlcus Star System to find out if any of the six planets 
are capable of sustaining Human life. 


"The second and fourth planets have both provcjd to be 
standard Class M. The first and third are totally unsuitable. 
Capricus 1 consist entirely of molten rock, and poisonous 
gases. Caprlcus III isn’t much better; there is no evidence of 
any poisonous gas in the air, and the rocky areas are mostly 
solid, hut the planet Is totally devoid of life in any known 
form. Capricus V looks promising - so far. The preliminary 
investigations have been completed using the ship’s sensors; our 
next task is to prepare a landing party to take readings and 
bring back samples of the soil, water a.nd plant life. There is, 
as yet, no Indication of any animal life. 

"In two solar days I hope to have all the relevant 
information logged in the computer, as we are expected to 
collect a new crew member from the deep space passenger ship 
’Traveller’ before proceeding to investigate the sixth and final 
planet in the system." 


Dr. Leonard Mc:Coy was strolling leisurely along the corridor on 
his way to sickbay. He was feeling relaxed and refreshed after 
spending the last two hours in the sauna and swimming pool. His 
only problem was how he was going to cope with two Vulcan hybrids on 
board; what in heaven’s name had he done to deserve this"? 

At least there was a chance that the lady would turn out to be 
a little more ’Human’ than the ship’s Fi.rst Officer. He wondered if 
a Vulcan hybrid female having a Human mother and a Vulean/Human 
father would be any different from a Vulcan hybrid male with a Human 
mother and a Vulcan father. Well, he wasn’t goi.ng to think about i.t 
any more; he would simply keep his fingers crossed (and his toes) 
and hope for the best- 

He heard someone speaking his name and looked up to see M’Benga 
striding towards him. They nodded and smiled at each other, McCoy 
wishing his colleague ’Oood luck,* for M’Benga was Joining the 
landing party which was about to beam down to the planet’s surface. 

There gaeB a, man who underatarwia Vulcans, thought McCoy. 1 
neuer will. I don't tdink I’ll ei^en bother to try any mare. 


The sickbay doors opened as he approached, and he entered to 



find ChT'iatjne Chapel, his senior nurse, updating some medical 
records. He wondered how she wo\rld accept the new nurse. Picking 
up the tapes she had put to one side for his attention he nodded a 
greeting and disappeared into his office, chuckling to himself. It 
would be interesting to see If the new nurse put Chapel on her 
guard, knowing what he did about her feelings for the elusive Mr. 
Spock. 


The landing party assembled in the transporter room, ready to 
beam down to the planet’s surface; Mr. Spock; Dr. M’Benga; Mr. 
•lohnson from Botany; Mr. Leslie from Security; and last - but not 
least ~ Captain Ki.rk. 

They materialised in a small clearing alongside a large 
shimmering lake. Spock, M’Benga and Johnson began to record data 
and collect samples. Leslie circled around the immediate area, 
Phaser In hand. The Captain moved around among hl.s officers, asking 
a question here and there and generally getting in the way. He had 

only ’gone for the ride’ - an expression Mr. Spock was still 
pondering over. 

Gradually the men spread themselves out over qul.te a large 
area. Captain Kirk, however, remained close to the bearadown point. 
He lounged las.ily against and old, gnarled tree trunk and gazed 
pensively into the distance. The lake, the mountain and the trees ~ 
they made a beautiful picture, and he wished he could paint; 
imagining the scene before him transferred to an old-style canvas 
made him sigh wistfxilly. 

His pleasant thoughts were suddenly shattered by a low rumbling 
noise, and the ground trerabl.ed beneath his feet. He heard a shout 
for help, followed by the beep of his communicator. He was ready 
and poised for action as he snapped the instrument open. It was 
M’Benga. 


"Captain Kirk, come quickly!" shouted the doctor. "Mr. Spock 
has had an accident." 

Kli-k ran through the trees, using the doctor’s open channel as 
a homing device. It seemed as though he would never find them. The 
tangle of trees ended suddenly, and he found himself almost at the 
foot of a crumbling cliff face. 

"M’Benga!" he called urgently. 

.lohnaon appeared from behind a large rock; he was filthy, and 
his face was scratched and bleeding, 

"Here we are, sir, Just round this corner. Mind your head, 
Captain, there are still some loose rocks falling from the cliff 
face - " 

Kirk picked his way carefully over the rough ground. He found 
M’Beng,a crouching over the inert form of his First Off teen, who was 
lying awkwardly on the ground. The Captain was at his friend’s side 
immediately. Spock was unconscious; there was blood trickling from 
a cut on his cheek, and his left arm was wedged under a jagged, 
heavy-looki.ng rock. 


"Mr. Leslie?" called Kirk. 


"Help me with this. 


Gently, now. 





Between them the two men managed to ll.Pt the t'ock -Crom Spock’s 
arm. M'Beng-a was waiting to examine the damage with hla medical 
scanner*. 


"It’s bnoken, sir. In two places." he said. 
"What happened?" asked kink. 


It was .Kihrison who answoned. "We wet*e walkl.ng along that .rough 
path," he said, pointing to the base o.f the c.lif.f - the path was no 
I.onger visible. "I heard a rumbling noise, and when I looked up I 

saw small stones starting to roll down the cliff face. Mr. Spock 
was just behind me. He must have heard the noise before I did, 
because as T looked up I felt his -ha.nds on my back as he tried to 
pusVi me out of the v.?ay of t.he fall.lng rocks. I fell face down and 
shielded myself as best I could. Whe,n the rookfall subsided I 
looked back to see if Mr, Spock had man.aged to get out of the way. 

He was half covered wit'.h rubble, o:L,r. That's when I called for 
hel t'l. " 


Kirk turned back to M’Benga, who was stj.ll examining the 
Vulcan. "How Is he?" 


M'Benga eho<.>K his head worriedly. "We’ll have to get him back 
to the ship straight away, sir. Aa well as breaking his arm he has 
a badly fractured right l.eg, some cracked ribs which are causing 
Internal bleeding, and he’s also quite severel.y concussed." 

The Captain P'llppied open his communicator, "Kirk to 
Enterp.rise, " 

"Enterprise- Scott here, C,aptaln." 

"Beam vis up on the double, Scotty. Have a medical team 
standing by in the t.ransporter room, a.nd inst.ruct Dr. McCoy to 
prepare for surgery. Mr. Spock has had an accident, and requires 
his urgent attention." 

"Aye, sir." 

No sooner had Kirk closed him communl.cato.r than he heard the 
fam.iliar hum of the transporter beam. McCoy and his team we.re 
waiting when they arrived on board, ,-ind Spock was whisked away. 

Kirk turned to the hotantat. 


"How are you feeling, Mr. Johnson?" 
"I’m fine, sir. Ju.st a bit shaken up. 


"Hmra. You’d better go to sickbay as well. O.nce they’ve 
checked you over get yourself cleaned up, file your report, then 
have a few hours rest." 


"Yes, sir," repl.ied the young man as he left the .room. 

Kl.rk moved over to the control panel and fl.icked a switch. 
"Kirk to bridge." 


"Bridge. Scott here, Captain." 

"Scotty, take charge of another landing party to compl.ete the 
planet survey. And Scotty..." 




We’i,I be all right,*' 


Til. 


"Aye, Blr?" 

"PleaBe be careful." 

"Dlnna faaVi yerae'l. ’ , Captain, 

"Instruct Mr. Sulu to take the con. I'll be in sickbay. Kirk 

out. " 

Kirk left the transporter room and practically ran along the 
corridor to the turbolift which would take him to sickbay. He 
prayed silently that Spook would be all right, 

McCoy and M’Benga were still operating when he arrived, so he 
went into McCoy’s office, helped hl.maelf to a large raeaaure of the 
doctor’s Saurian brandy, and sat down. He downed the amber liquid 
in one mouthful and sat hunched over the desk staring into the empty 
glass. 

Half an hour later McCoy found his Captain in the same 
position. Kirk whirled round In the chair, hardly daring to 
breathe. 

"How is he?" he said, his voice scarciely more than a whisper. 

"T think he’ll be okay, Jim," said McCoy tiredly. Sitting down 
on the edge of the desk and rubbing his eyes he sighed deeply and 
continued, "We’ve mended his broken bones and repaired a tear in his 
right lung. The rest i.s up to him and his Vulcan self-healing," 

Kirk relaxed a little, glad that his friend was at least out of 
danger. 

The intercom bleeped. "Transporter room to Captain Kirk." 

Taking a deep breath before pressing the button on McCoy’s 
desk, tVie Captain turned towards the viewer. The sVjip’s Transporter 
Chief appeared on the screen. 

"Kyle here, sir. New crew member Nurse Tirak. has Just beamed 
aboard. ’Traveller’ was ahead of schedule and brought her to us. 
Where shall I send Vier, sir?" 

Kirk closed his eyes and rubbed his forehead wearily. Damn? 
He’d forgotten all about the new nurse. Ah well, ’Traveller’ had 
saved him a trip anyway. 

"Hmm. Have Security take her to her quarters, then T’11 see 
her in Briefing Room in fifteen minutes." 

"Aye, sir." 

Kirk looked at McCoy. "After I’ve briefed the lady I’ll bring 
her here, and she’ll be all, yours. Bones." 

"That’s fine, ;itm. She can go to work straight away. I 
presume she knows about the Vulcan self-induced hypnosis, and what 
to do when Spook Eitarts to come round." 

’'I’m sure she does, Bones. After all, she •Ls part Vulcan." 

"Hmm. I ?.xope she gets on okay with Chapel," said the doctor, 
half to himself. 





**Why «Vioul.dn't they get: on?** asked the captain, 

♦•Well, you know how touchy Chapel la where Spock is concerned- 
She may think Tlrak is some sort of threat." 

Kirk sighed. "Well, keep an eye on her, Doctor. I’m sure 
Tlrak wasn’t posted to the Enterprise simply to put Chapel’s nose 
out of Joint regarding my First Officer." He smiled weakly at his 
poor attempt at Joviality. 

"I’ve already had a chat with Christine. I’m sure she’ll be 
okay," said McCoy. 

Kirk stood up and stretched his arms above his head. "Ohhhf" 
he groaned. "I’m as stiff as a poker. I think I'll go for a 
workout in the gym later," 

McCoy removed his overall and went to his wardrobe for a fresh 
uniform. "I hope Nurse Tlrak will be easier to get on with than 
Spock was when 1 first met him. The ratio of Human and Vulcan in 
her is -quite different to that in our Science Officer. Her father 
is a Vul.can/Huraan hybrid, and her mother is a Human. I wonder if 
she’ll he a Vulcan with Human characteristics, or a Human with 
Vulcan characteristics?" 


"We’3.1 soon see," said Kirk as he headed for the door. "I’m 
off to brief her now. " 

Kirk looked in on Spock as he left sickbay. The Vulcan looked 
as if he as sleeping peacefully; only a few people would know that 
even tViovjgh he was deeply hypnotised he was still aware of what was 
going on around him. Kirk smiled to himself as he remembered 
another time when Spock had healed himself this way; Christine 
Chapel had thought he was completely unconscious, and that It was 
quite safe to hold his hand while she watched over him - and he also 
remembered her embarrassment when she found out otherwise. 


Nurse Rhian Tt.rak had Jiist enough time to freshen up and stow 
away her few personal possessions in her cabin v;hen her guide 
returned to escort her to the briefing room. 

A.S she stepped over the threshold she saw a handsome man 
wearing a regulation tunic in yellow adorned with Captain’s braid. 

"Captain .lames T, Kirk," he said, smiling as he spoke. 

"Nurse Rhian Tlrak," she replied, standing stiffly at 
attention, 

"Relax, Nurse," Kirk continued. "Are you ready for briefing?" 

"Yea, sir," 

Nurse Tirak waited patiently while Kirk read quickly through 
her file. When he had finished he gave her a rough idea about life 
on the Enterprise, and then watched her closely as she gave a brief 
account of herself and the training she had received before Joining 
the ship. 

She seemed to be a pleasant, sensible girl, not more than 
twenty years old. In actual fact, much to his surprise she was Just 
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turned thirty; Vier youthful lookfs were due to her Vulcan blood. 
Everyone knew that the life span of a Vulcan waa greater than that 
of a Human. She had Inherited the usual Vulcan features from her 
father, straight Jet black hair, delicately pointed ears and upswept 
eyebrows. The only visible feature inherited from her mother were 
her eyes. They were silver-grey. Kirk also noticed a strange lilt 
to her voice, and stranger still, occasionally the corners of her 
mouth twitched Into a smile which stayed there for a moment. 

He asked her about the accent. She explained that her mother’s 
fami.ly originated from a tiny country on Earth call.ed Wales; she had 
spent a lot of time there was a child, and had done a lot of her 
tralrclng there. Apparently all the people in this tiny country 
spoke in the same sl.ng-aong way. Kirk decided that he liked the 
accent, and he was sure that McCoy would have something to say about 
the smile. 

The briefing completed, Kirk escorted her to sickbay since he 
was returning there himself. On the way there he explained about 
Spocik’s accident, and discovered that she already knew the First 
Officer. Her father had worked in Sarek’s office; she and Spock had 
known each other as chf.ldren, and then met again when Spock was at 
the Academy. 

The sickbay doors opened and they went in. 

’’Here we are,” Ki.rk said brightly. 

The room was empty. 

’•Bones!” he called. ’’Where are you?” 

”Tn here, ^Jlm.” 

They went into the next room. McCoy was checking the body 
function panels over Spock’s bed, and turned as they entered. 

”Ah, there yovj are,” he said. ’’Is this my new nurse?” 

Kirk nodded. ”It Is. Doctor, this i.s Nurse TiraVc.. Nurse 
Rhian Tirak,” 

McCoy’s eyebrow lifted in a silent question. A atrcinge ruxm^ 
fat' a. Vu. I aan . 

Kirk continued, ’’Nurse Tirak, this is Dr. Leonard McCoy, my 
Chief Medical Officer.” 

Without thinking, McCoy held out his hand in greeting. She 
took it. That was his first surprise, and he glanced at Kirk, 
quest ion i.ngly. 

’’Welcome to the Enterprise," he said. ”I hope you will be 
happy here.” He didn’t expect a reply. 

"Thank you, Doctor. 1 am pleased to be here,” 

McCoy noticed the slight smile on tier lips, and his face broke 
into a wide grin. ’’Well, well...” 


go. 


ti 


”1*11 be off, then," Interrupted Kirk. 


"Bones, a word before I 








"G'i.ve the gl r-t a 


7 7 


T ti e y WG n t into t h n e x t n o om. 

"Go easy on her, Bones,*’ whlsperet) Kirk, 
chance to settle d'own. ” 

’’Whatever* you mean, <^aptain7” McCoy asked with raock 
1 ri ri o c e n c e . 

’’You k.now exactly what T mean, Doctor. Get to know her firat ~ 
you may be pleasantly su rpr:( sied . ” 

McCoy held up his hands tn submission. ’’Okay, okay, whatever 
you say, .Jim,” h<j smil.ed. 

Kirk turned to go. ”r.et: me know if there is any c:hange in 
Spock ’ a condition. I'll tie tn the gym if anyone wants me." 

"Will do, Jim.” 

McCoy returned to the inner room where he found Nurse Td.rak 
stiidylng the diagnostic, panel with great, l.nterest. 

’’Have you seen one of these before. Nurse?" he asked. 

"Yes, sir, bi.; t it: wasn’t quite as sophisticated as this one," 
she answered tn her l ight s Lnging v'oice. 

McCoy smiled at herj he couldn’t wait until Spock was better - 
what fun he was going to have. They chatted for a while, and McCoy 
was pleased to f.tnd out: that: she had recei.ved extensive training in 
one of the best liospi.tals on Vulcan. She knew exactly what would 
have to be done when Spock regained consciousness. He left the 
First Officer in his new nurse’s capable hands. 

"I’ll be in the lab next door if you need me," he said. 

"Very well, sir," she replied. 

Rhlan pulled up a chair and made herself comfortable. She 
calculated that It would be at least two more hours before Spock 
would need her help. She settled down to wait, watching the 
sleeping face of her old friend. He was still as handsome as ever, 
and looked very much like the boy she had once known. She wondered 
if he had changed, whether living and working among Humans ail these 
years had softened hi.ra at .all. 

"Spock," she sighed, ":Lt ia good to see you again." 

Then she smiled to herself, wondering what he would say when he 
realised who it was bringing him back to consciousness. She hoped 
they would be able to renew their friendship. Now that T’Pring was 
no longer a threat, perhaps they wo\.ild become more than Just 
friends. Again she sighed, contented, hardly able to believe he.r 
luck at gaining a post on the Enterprise. 


Spock opened his eyes with some difficulty and looked around 
the room. He was i..n his own bed In his own quarters. He stretched 
his stiff muscles, and had the strangest fee.ling that he should be 
somewhere else. Frowning, he tried to remember, then his face 
cleared - no matter. Throwing back the bedcover he sat up, swinging 
his long legs over the edge of the bed as he did so. He felt the 





warmth of the .floor aga.lnst the soles of his feet and 
uncharacter.ist.i rally wriggled hts toes. His thoughts returned to 
the sensations the rest of his body was experiencing - it was as if 
he had Just woken s^iddeniy from a ve.ry deep sleep. .He rubbed his 
hands over his face and decided that a shower would do him good. 

Fifteen minutes later he was striding along the corridor 
towards the main recreation room. He still felt slightly 
disorien tated, and as he turned t:o enter the room he collided with 
someone entering f.rora the opposite direction. He shook his head in 
di.sbelie.f at his actions. 

”Mr. Spock, are you all right?’* enquired a female voice. "I’m 
BO sorry,” it conti.nued. ”I was mi.les away.” 

The voice sounded familiar to Spock. Shaking his head, he 
blinked as he real.ised i,t was Rhian Tirak. She had boarded the 
Enterprise the previous day to take charge of the mass inoculation 
programme on Arlan II. She was a doctor now - he remembered her 
saying once that d.t was al.l she ever wanted to do. First she would 
qualify as a nurse, then she would continue her strudles and become a 
doctor. Ho felt the iight t:ouch of her hand on his arm, and allowed 
himsei.P to be guided into t:he room. 

"Come and sit down,” she sad.d, pushing him gently into the 
nearest chair. 

F’or tunatel.y, the room was empty. She went to the food 
synthesiser and returned w.ith a gi.aas o.f orange/g.reen liquid. 

’’Here, d.rink this," she said, offering him the glass. ’’Your 
mother told me about it; apart from i.ts strengthening properties she 
said that you were rather partial, to it.” 

He drained the glass. ’’Thank you, Doctor,” he said, wondering 
why she and his mother would have reason to discuss his d.rinktng 
h ataits. 

"Are yf3u feeling better now?” she asked, looking down at him 
anxiously. 

’’Yes, thank you,” he replied. "Please forgive my clumsiness. 

T am not quilte myself this morning. I seem to have slept very 
heavily, and woken too qu,lckly. ” 

Before Spock coi.ild wonder at himself for offering thi.s 
explanation for his clumsiness she asked h.lra if he had had 
breakfast. He admitted that he hadn’t. 

"NeitV^er have T,” she continued. ’’Let’s get something to eat. 

Do you mind if I Join you?” 

He felt sure that she had every Intention ^oi.nlng him 

whatever his reply, so he nodded his assent and foll.owcd her to the 
food processor. They selected their meals, took their trays to a 
corner tabl.e, and sat down. 

They ate their meal in silence. It was ten years since they 
had seen each other. Spock looked at his companion, to find that 
she was studying him intently. Her eyes clung to him. 

”I have missed you, Spock,” she murmured. 
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Spook sasod at her* without answering. She sighed deeply, 
collected the dishes together, and returned them to the disposal 
bins. He got to his feet as she returned to the table; she looked 
at him intently, and he wondered what she was thinking behind those 
silver eyes. 


*'I am due to 
'*Please excuse me 

Rhian nodded 

”Spockt'* she 


report for duty in thirty minutes,** he said, 
- I must return to my quarters. ** 

silently and he turned to leave the room. 

called after hira- 


He V\alf tt.irned In the doorway and looked back. 


*'May I speak with you later? I. I have messages from your 
mother, ** 


He nodded. 

’’PerhapES, *' she continued, ”we could meet for supper ... and I 
am told that the Observation Deck is most .Interesting. 

Spock hesitated for a moment, then nodded again. **Very well.** 

''Thank you.*' She smiled £?lightly, and turned to speak to one 
of her colleagues who had Just entered the room. 

As he walked along the corridor Spock realised that the strange 
feelings he had experienced when he got xip had now been replaced by 
thoughts of the woman he h£id Jvist left. These new feel.lngs were 
even stranger than the previous ones. 

He cast his mind back ten years, and pictured her as she had 
looked that lasjt day, even remembering what she had been wearing, a 
simple travelling outfit of green and silver, which matched the 
stiver in her eyes. 

She was even more beautiful, now. . , 

He pulled himself together abriiptly; what was wrong with him 
today? Entering his cabin, he immediately began to prepare h.imself 
for twenty minutes of meditation. 

Half an hour later Spock was on the bridge, with all thoughts 
of Rhian Tlrak pushed firmly to the back of hi.s mind. 

But for how long? 


The Enterprise was en route to Starbase where they were 
Bchedviled to collect a consignment of vaccine for delivery to Arlan 
TI. The Journey would take approximately five days, well within the 
deadline of seven days which t.hey had been given by the Arian 
government. The virus which was threateni.ng the population of that 
planet was not yet at a c.ritical level, taut the quicker they got 
there the less discomfort the people would have to suffer. Dr. 

Tirak was there to supervise the transportation of the vaccine and 
help D.r. McCoy administer it to the planet's medical team. She 
would then advise them on how to help the people who were already 
affected. 




Spook knew there was little for her to do until the Enterprise 
reached the Starbase, and after advising her about the ship’s 
excellent recreation facilities Vxe tried his best to keep well out 
of her way. 

After a particularly tedious duty period Spock decided to spend 
some time in the swimming pool before his meeting with Rhlan. He 
changed into a pair of green swimming trunks, and as he walked along 
the side of the pool towards the diving board he saw Rhian lying on 
one of the loungers. Her eyes were closed. 

He dived into the pool and swam effortlessly for a good twenty 
rnlnvjtes. As he was about to leave the pool he saw her get up and 
walk elegantly to the lowest diving board. He stopped and watched 
her. thinking that she looked a bit nervous as she stood with her 
toes on the very edge of the board. However she Jumped, bounced 
once, and arching her back as she rose into the air, performed a 
perfect somersault and sliced gracefully into the water. Soon she 
was standing next to him. 

He raised an eyebrow. ’’Vour diving has improved greatly,” he 
said with approval. 

”Why, thank you, kind sir,” she said, smiling shyly and bobbing 
daintily in the water. 


He inclined his head, and suddenly felt awkward standin 


there. ”Dr. Tlrak,” he said, ”i.i 
immediately you will be late for 

”You are quite correct, Mr- 
hastily out of the water. ”I’ll 
called over her shoul-der. 

Spock floated lazily on his 
towards the changing room. Uhy, 
ij.7atahing he.r''? 


you do not shower and change 
our appointment.” 

Spock,” she agr^sed, scrambling 
see you in thirty minutes,” she 


back and watched her as she walked 
he wondered, do T. find plaasure in. 


He could not think of a reason,* he only knew that it gave him a 
certain amount of pleasure that he should not be feeling. After 
swimming two more lengths of the pool he climbed out and made his 
way to the men’s changing room. 


Spock and Rhlan met In the recreation room as arranged, to the 
astonishment of the officers who were relaxing there. Rhian gave 
him the message tapes from his mother, and they spent an hour in the 
observatl.on area chatting over old times and gazing at the stars. 
Spook was amazed at himself. He had never before ’chatted over old 
times’ with anyone, and was both surprised and somewhat disappointed 
to find that the time had passed so quickly that the evening seemed 
to be over in no time at all. 

Rhlan stifled a yawn, and blushed with embairrassmen t. ”Oh! 
Please forgive me, Mr. Spock- T think it’s time I turned in. All 
that swimming on top of the travelling I’ve done these last few 
weeks seems to have caught up with me all of a sudden. I feel as if 
I could sleep on ray nose.” 

’’Sleep on your nose?” Spock raised an eyebrow to its limit; 
would he ever get used to these peculiar Ter.ran modes of expression? 




She laughed. "Juat a silly Earth express iors, ” she said. Her 
Vvjlcan features made him forget sometimes that she had inherited a 
lot oP her mother’s cha.racteristios. 

Spook rose from hi.s seat and escorted her out of the room and 
to her quarters. Everywhere the corridors were dim and quiet. 

"Dr. Tlrak..." Spook hesitated, carefully arranging his 
thoughts into words not normally used by a Vulcan. 

She iooVied up at thC' First Offi.cer, her head on one side 
qijes ti.oningly. 

"T... enjoyed our evening together. The time passed most 
pleasantly." 

"T too enjoyed our evening. Perhaps. , 

He wondered why she had tailed off her sentence, as if she had 
forgotten what she was going to say. Unintentionally he fulfilled 
her silent wishes by finishing off the sentence Just as she had 
hoped. 

"Perhaps... we could spend another evening together?" 

"I would like that," she replied, smiling up at him. 

They had reached her cabin door. Spook was glad it was latej 
it suddenly dawned on him that he had no excuse for being in the 
vicinity of the female crew’s quarters. No matter, he would think 
of something. Anyway, he was the First Officer, orui a Vulcan - he 
did not need an excuse to be anywhere on the Enterprise. 

Rhlan turned towards him, laid her hand on his arm and looked 
up into his face. Her eyes shimmered like quicksilver. 

All at once he realised that he did not want to leave her, to 
return to the seclusion of his own quarters. They stood motionless 
for a few seconds, then the moment was shattered when a security 
guard appeared round the corner. Rhian removed her hand from his 
arm and pressed the button to open the door of her cabin. 

"Goodnight, Mr. Spock," she whispered softly, 

"Goodnight, Dr. Tlrak," he replied, and continued along the 
corridor to the turbolift. 


The Enterprise arrived at Startaaae S and assumed a standard 
orbit. All off-duty crew members were allowed one hour to beam down 
to the vast shopping complex which had been built especially to 
cater for the needs of space travellers. 

Spock was Just leaving the bridge when he heard Rhian report 
that the vaccine had been beamed aboard, checked, and safely 
stored. Stepping into the lift, he Instructed it to take him to Q 
Deck, where he was due to meet Mr. Scott in the auxiliary control 
room. He stepped out of the turbolift, and was walking along the 
corridor when he heard his name called. It was Rhian, He stopped 
and turned to face her. 


"Spock, are you beaming down to the base?" she asked 





expef! t an t ly. 


'*I Hee no reason to do so,** he replied, pierhapa a little too 
abruptly 

^*Oh! ” she said, sounding a bit put out, "Then perhaps the.re is 
something I can get you while I’m there?" 

"Thank you, no." He nodded and continued on his way. 

Later, his business with Mr. Scott completed, he went to his 
quarters. He needed to meditate, to try and sort out his jumbled 
thoughts and the unexplained feelings which were beginning to 
irritate him slightly. 

Thankfully he reached his quarters and went inside. It was 
like stepping from a spacecraft onto his home planet. The sleeping 
area was decorated in a typical Vulcan style, even the temperature 
was similar to that of his home; he could easily have been in his 
bedroom In his father's house. He showered and changed into a 
simple black robe, then kneeling in the Vulcan way he relaxed his 
body and prepared to meditate. 


An hour later, the meditation not having helped much, he was 
walking along the corridor towards the turbolift which would take 
him down to T Deck and the botanical garden when he heard Vulcan 
music being played. He stopped and listened - it was coming from 
the gymnasium. Much against his better judgement, he went in- It 
was Rhian; somehow he had known it would be. She was dancing. He 
knew he should leave immediately, but his body refused to obey his 
commands. He stood quietly and watched her slender body sway and 
pirouette gracefully to the music. 

The melody stopped abruptly and she sank into a dignified heap 
on the floor. Spock wondered if she was all right, but almost at 
once she rolled over onto her back, breathing heavily. 

Spock relaxed against the wall. Unbelievably he wanted to go 
and sit on the floor beside her. Why, he wondered, did this woman 
cause such strange feelings inside him? He had felt oddly drawn to 
her these last few days. So many questions, taut no answers ~ at 
least, none he was prepared to accept. He felt as if his Vulcan 
half and his Human half were fighting each other for control of his 
emotions- His Human half was saying, Gn on - go over, ait on the 
floor if you want to. Talk to her, get to knoi*f her better} while 
his Vulcan half frowned disapprovingly, You are Vulcan, it said 
simply. 

He took a deep breath and turned to leave. Rhian must have 
heard the sigh, because she immediately sat up. 

"Spock!" she exclaimed. "How long have you been there?" 

"Approximately 10.25 minutes," he replied, wishing he had left 
sooner. 


"Hmm," she said, getting up from the floor and padding softly 
towards him. 

He took another deep breath as she stopped in front of him and 
looked up into his face innocently. 






”Wha.t did you thl.nk of my dancing?" shei asked. 


She was teasing him, and he knew It. He swai.lowed 
u n com fo n t ab1y. 

"It was most... professional, Doctor." 

"Mr. SpQCk, why do you always call me Dr. Tirak,** she asked. 

"Because it is your name," he replied, frowning slightly. He 
did not understand why she should ask such an obvious question. 

"My Ttxxmiz is Rhian," she said quietly. "Couldn’t you call me 
Rhlan?" 

"That is your personal name. It would not be correct for me to 

use that. You are entitled to expect others to use your family name 

and your title." 

"You are not ’others’, Spock. You used to call me Rhian," she 
said, pouting. "Once upon a time." 

"That was when we were very young," said Spock. "Children are 

allowed to vise each other’s personal names." He cast his mind back 

briefly to hi.a childhood days on Vul.can. 

Rhian took a step closer to him and traced the outline of the 
science badge on his tunic with the tip of her finger. Ordinarily 
ho would have moved away, preventing the contact, taut strangely he 
did not mind: Rhian’s touch was somehow calming. 

"Please?" she cajoled. "Just when we are alone." 

The expression on her face tore at his heart as he looked down 
at his childhood friend. She had changed from a pretty young girl 
into a beautiful woman- Why had he not contacted her? He had 
thought of her often enough. 

Spock ai.ghed. "Very well.," he relented. "I will call you 
Rhian, but anly when we are alone." 

She nodded. "I’m going for a swim now," she said. "Would you 
like to Join me?" 

His Vulcan half sa.ld, /Vo/ but hl.s voice said, "Yes, T bel.teve I 
wo u1d. " 

They made their way to T Deck and went to their .respective 
changing rooms. 

In the pool Spock slowed his pace so Rhian could keep up with 
him. She made a valiant effort, but after four lengths she was 
forced to stop. 

Spock stopped alongside her. "A.re you all right?" he enquired. 

"I’m fine," she panted- "Just out of condition." 

"Perhaps we should stop now," said Spook. He launched himself 
effortlessly out of the water and onto the side of the pool.. 

Grasping Rhian*s hand he pulled her out easily to stand beside him. 
The stood quietly, facing each ether. Spock touched Rhian’s cheek 
gently with the tips of h.ls fingers. 







Svtah . . . 

Realising what ha was doing. Spook bneathad in sharply and 
abruptly pvjlled hlinstvif together. "I, , . c-ic. . . forgive me, t, . 

She put her fingers to his lips, "Shhh," she whispered, 
smiling up at him. *’Let's go and ohange, and have some supper. I *m 
s t arvlng. ” 

Spook nocJded silently, appalled at hl.s laok of control. They 
returnoid to the ol'ianglng rooms without aT^other word. 

Standing i.n the shower, Spook let ttie water flow over his 
body. He closed hi a eyes and gave free rel.n to his Jumbled 
thoughts. Whatciver had possessed him to do such a thing? What if 
someone had entered the room? Tt. didn’t bear thinking about. He 
tried to push all thoughts of Rhlan oiut of his mind, but they 
refused to be pushed. What V'/as he going to do? Perhaps some more 
meditation? No, what was t.he point? He had already tried that 
withovit much su<;oesB. 

He sighed deeply and held his head hack, letting the water 
spray onto his face. He squeesied his eyes closed as tightly as he 
could, but he was unable to prevent t.he tears escaping. They had 
been close frle.n<3s as childreii, but they were adults now. How 
beautiful she was? 

Spook remembered how she had a.lwaye tried to help him when the 
other children had teased him so mercilessly. She had shown him her 
’secret places’, and told him he could go there any time he wanted 
to be on his own. He had spent a lot of his time there, trying to 
relax and forget that he was supposed to be learning to control his 
emotions, not .let them spill out as Human children did. 

She never laughed at him. She would simply ait with him until 
he regained control and was ready to face the world again. He hal.f 
smiled to himself, remembering the time she. had needed hie comfort. 

He had been on his way home from the library. Rhian was 
playing a game w,1.th some local Vulcan children. Sudden.ly, as he was 
walking pa.Bt, he saw her trip and fal.l awkwardly. She got up 
quickly, but he could see that, she had hurt herself because the 
tears started to flow silently down her cheeks. The Vu.lcan children 
stood silently and stared disapprovingly as she swept her hand 
angrily across her face. Then she turned and ran, flying past him 
through the front gate of his father’s house, past his mother, who 
was tending her flowers, and disappeared into the back garden. 

Spock noticed that the Vulcan children continued their game as if 
nothing had happened. 

He remembered scrambling through the hole in the hedge and 
finding Rhian, her face tear-stained, her leg bloodied. He also 
remembered taking her hand firmly in his. Later, he had sneaked 
into the house to find something to wipe hex’ face and clean her leg 
so that she ws-s reasonably clean and tidy when she went home. 

From that day on they were firm friends. Then quite suddenly 
her father had been posted to Ea.rth, and they had not met again 
until he was at the Academy. She was studying on one of Starfleet’s 
medical courses. Their friendship had blossomed again, hut this 
td.me it had been marred by the fact that Spock had been Joined to 
T’Pring. At the end of Rhian’s course they had parted again, 
realising that they could never be more than friends. 




Wa.B he 
to let her 


Now they had met a.ga.ln, and this t.iine he was free, 
going to let the opportu.r\.i ty pass agaif\? Could he tjear 
go out of ri.i.B life a third trj.me? 

”No!" he told his Vvilcan half firmly. '*! will not let this 
chance pass me by.” 

"Spook!” The voice seemed to come from f a.r away. ”Spock ! Are 
you all rigl'it?” 

Spock’s eyes snapped open and he found himself looking stt>a.ight 
into tfu* worried face of his Captain. 

"Captain! k’oi'give me. . . T was lost in thought." 

"T could see that," said Kirk, frowning with concern. "Are you 
sure you ' I'e ail rl.gVit?" 

"Qvjite ?iure. Captain,” answered Spock in a steady tone. 

"Good," Kirk, grinned as he began to cover himself with soap 
suds which smelled of sandalwood. He rubbed his skin vigorously. 
"There’s nothing like a good workout to make a man feel better." 

"Iruieed, Captain," repl.ied Spook as he stepped out of tfxe 
shower an<i into the drying ar‘ea. 

"Follov^ed by a refreshing shower, some supper, and a game of 
chess. How about it, Spock?” 

"Sir?" 

"Chess, Spock. Would you like a game of chess?” Kirk was 
puKzled; it was unlike Sp<5ck to be so inattentive. 

The Vulcan’s heart sank. He could not refuse his Captain a 
game of chess - what ^■‘ea.san could he give? The fact that he wanted 
to spend tt\e evening in the company of a woman? He felt sure that 
Kirk would think he wa.a ill. His mind raced, trying to think of a 
suitable excuse. He had no excuse. 

"That would lie most welcome, Jim. I will see you in the 
recreation t^oom in approximately thirty minutes, if that meets with 
your approval?” 

"Tt certa-lnly does. Spook. ,T'll see you later." 

Spock dressed quickly and hurried to the recreation are.a. 

There was no sign of Rhian. He sat down; impatience was a curious 
feeling. Five minutes later .Rhian gl.ided into the room. She was 
wearing a beautiful kaftan embroidered with vividly covered 
threads. Her hair was hanging loose, .rippling down her back like 
blue-black wave.s. They collected their meals from the food 
processoi-' unit and sat down at their usual table. 

Spock was uncertain .Vvow to tell hei:‘ about the chess game. ”.l 
have just seen Captain Kirk. He was in the shower...” 

His hesitation ma.de her look up. "And?" 

"He suggested that he and I play a. game of chess this evening." 


"Oh!" she said, bending her head as i.f she was suddenly very 
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interested in what was on hei' plate. 

Spook realised she was disappointed as she toyed with her 
remaining food. **Rhian,** he whispered gently. 

The use of her personal name in company made her look up 
again. ''It’s all right ~ I understand." She stood up and began to 
collect the dishes together. 

"Please sta.y!" Spock said raggedly. fie was surprised to hear 
himself say such a thing so desperately. 

At. that moment Captain Kirk came into the room and Joined 
them. He nodded to Rhlan, and turned to speak to Spock. "Are you 
ready for tihe ga.me?" he asked. 

"Yes, Captain," said Spock as he opened the box, of chess pieces 
that Kirk had brougfrt with him. 

Rhian was still standing quietly with the tray of dishes in her 
f\and8. Kirk turned and spoke to her. 

"Do you play chess, Docto^■‘Y" he enquired politrely. 

"Not very well, sir, but I enjoy watching other people play," 
she said expectantly. She glanced at Spock, who was satisfied with 
her remark. 

Kirk wrinkled his nose. "I reckon I'm going to beat Spook 
tonight. If you've nothing else planned for this evening, maybe you 
would like stay and watch." 

Rhlan smiled shyly a,t Kirk, her eyes glowing with gratlt\Jde. 
"Thank yo\i, sir. I would like that." 

She took the tray of dishes and put it in the disposal bin. 

When she returned the game had already begun. She sat down and 
watched the two men with a thoughtful look on her face. 

Either Captain Kirk played reasonably well that evening, or 
Spock wasn't concentrating properly. Either way, the result of the 
game was soon quite obvious. 

"I believe we have a stalemate. Captain," said Spock at last. 

Kirk looked dejected and pulled a face. "I was sure I could 
beat you tonight, Spock. I even had a wager with .Bones," he 
sighed. "Ah well," he continued, "never mind. How would you like 
to play some soothing music to calm youi' poor Captain’s mind and 
body?" 

Spock looked at Rhian, eyebrow raised. 

"Mrnmm, " she said. "It's a long time since I heard you play." 

Spock rose and left the room, leaving the Captain and Rhlan 
chatting together. He soon returned with his lyrette cradled 
lovingly in his arms. 

Kirk suggested that they go through to the observation deck, 
where they found McCoy lounging in one of the cfia.irs, half asleep. 

"Hi, Bones. M.ind if we Join you?" said Kirk cheerfully. 





"fipock l\aa agr-tsed to play us soma soothing music." 

Half opening his eyes, McCoy wa.ved his arm, indicating the 
surrounding chaix's. "Take the weight off your feet, good people," 
he said drowsily, and to Spock, "play on. Maestro." 

Kirk sat down beside McCoy, picked up the glass at the doctor's 
feet;, an<] helped lii.mself to some of the contents. "By the way," he 
said, "you won - aga.in!" 

McCoy grinned. "Thought I might," he said sleepily. 

Sp<>cK sat or\ the low p'latform which stretcVied along the length 
of one wall beneatti the windows, leaned back, and began to play. 
Rhian stood and gased at the stars for a while, then she too sat 
down. The haunting melody filled the room; Rhian continued to stare 
through the window. After a. while her ga?.e shifted to the Vulcan as 
he played. Some si.xth sense made him look up, and dark eyes met 
siIvor. 

The music grax.hja.lly faded away. Both Kirk and McCoy were 
sleeping soundly. Spock rose to his feet and silently motioned to 
Rhian, lndic;ating that V\e wished her to follow h.lm. They crept 
quietly from the room and out into the corridor. 

"Come," said Spock. "I wish to show you something." 

He led the way, and eventually they stopped outside a door 
marked Botanical. Section; the doors swished open, and they wa.lked 
through a laboratory towards a second door marked Botanical Garden. 

This door opened, and Rhian gasped at the sight before her. It 
was as if she had stepped into another v/orld. The domed room was 
like a beautlfvil, exot.i.c garde.n, fvjll of countless p.lant8 and 
flowers, some famll.iar, some quite alien. The ai.r was heavy with 
the perfume of many specie.s. 

"Oh, Spock!" she exclaimed, gating around .In wonder. "It's 
beau 11 f u.l.. " 

She took a deep breath and moved further into the lovely 
garden. Spock leaned h;i.B ly.rette against a wooden bench and 
followe<3 her as she disappeared behind an eno.rmous hydrangea. Rhian 
sniffed appreciatively. "Doesn't it smell gorgeous?" She stopped 
and closed tier eyes. 

Spock stopped behind her. He Ijesibated, then rested his hands 
lightly on her shoulders. His heai->t was beating so fast it felt as 
if it was going to Jump right out of his body. It was no good; he 
could not fight these strange feelings any more - he luouldn,' fc fight 
them. He wanted this woman so much Vie was hurting inside. 

Rhian did not move, and Vie felt a moment of panic. What would 
he do .if she rejected him? He thrust the thought firmly out of his 
Viead. It <i.i d not hea.r th:l.nV<.lng about. Anyway, it was mucVi too late 
now, he Viad made Vii.s move. Gently he turned Vier around to face 
him. Her eyes were filled with tears whicVi overflowed and slid 
silently down her cVieeks. 

"Rhian," he aa.ld huskily, "WViat is wrong?" Had he upset her, 
had Vie made his move too soon? Again panic reared Its ugly head. 


"Nothing Is wrong, .Spock," 


she whispered, Vier voice trembling. 
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Spock slowly released the breath he had been unconsciously 
holding. 

SJhe leaned towards l'\im and his arms closed around her as she 
slid her hands tantalisingly around his waist and buried her face in 
his shoulder. Her body felt soft and comforting. He had never been 
so close to a woman before, except his mother. This was quite 
different. He realised that this was what she wanted too, and it 
didn’t matter that his hands were trembling, or that his voice was 
unsteady as he spoke. 

She moved away from him slightly and looked up into his face. 
Spock bent his head and touched his lips gently to hers. It seemed 
the natural, thing to do. Her lips were moist and tasted delicious. 
He shuddered. He had never dreamed that close contact with a. woman 
could be like tliis. It was so exquisite. His arms tightened around 
her, and the desire that suddenly spread through his body was 
overwhelming; he closed his eyes and tried to breath evenly in an 
attempt to regain some measure of control. He felt her lips on his 
neck, her hands found their wa.y under his tunic, and he could feel 
them gently massaging his hack; he groaned, it felt so good. 

Bending l\is head to kiss her again, Ise knew he no .longer had any 
reason to fear her rejection. 

The kiss ended and Spock cradled her gently against him. He 
looked down at the cloud of dark, shining hair and buried his long 
fingers into the silky tresses. It was then that he realised that 
he loved this woman. He wished that the moment would never end. 

After a while Rhian raised her head and looked up; her voice 
was bare.ly audible, ”.T. . , 1 love you, ” she said, lowering her eyes. 

Spock knew how hard it must have been for her to say those 
words. He put his fingers under her chin and raised h6.r face 
again. She brought her hands to his face, finding the pressure 
points; .Spock d.ld the same and they pushed gently. The barriers 
crumbled, the.ir minds made contact, and t^hey found that thel.r 
feelings matched. It was easier this way; thoughts were much 
simpler to express than words. They withd.rew from the link, and 
stood qu.letly for a few moments to regain control. 

"Rhian." Speck’s voice wa.s low and husky. He Jield up his 
right hand, and she fitted her own against it, 

"Oneness,’* she said, looking up at him. 

He nodded. 

She sighed softly and leaned against him. "Spock," she 
whispered, "we cannot stay hex*® al.l night,” 

He moved away from her, taking her hand as they moved towards 
the door. Spook picked up his lyrette. "Come with me," he said, 
releasing her hand as the door swished open. 

She walked alongside him; she told him later that she did not 
know where he was taking her, and furthermore she did not care. 

They reached Deck E without meeting a.nyone, and stopped by a door 
marked with h.l.s name. He pressed the button to open it and they 
entered hi.o cabin. It was peaceful inside - so Vulcan. 

Spock replaced his lyrette on the wall and engaged the privacy 
lock on the door. She waited quietly until he came to her, and 




again ihey touched handa. Gently she reached up and placed her 
other* hand around his neck, bringing his head dowrr so that she could 
kiss h i rri • 

Again fipocV; felt a. surge of desire course through his body. He 
trembled all over as he carefully removed the beautl.ful kaftan, 
gathered her up in iris arms, and carried her to the bed. He laid 
her' down, their eyes remaining looked as he removed hie own clothes 
ar\d lay down beside her. Once again they placed ti^eii? f.i.ngers on 
ea.c!-\ others faces. The rush of emotion was stronger this time as a 
deeper l ink wasj establ.ished . 

How grateful they both were then for their Human heritage. 


Afterwards Rhian snuggled up to the first man ever to ma.ke love 
to her. She sighed drowsily, murmui'ing his narae. 

Spock looked down at i>er face, but she was already asleep. He 
allowed himself a smile of contentment, and holding tier closely iie 
too closed ills eyes and drifted into sleep. 


Hours later Spock woke to find himself alone. Looking at the 
chronometer and saw that :i.t was well past the time he usua.lly got up 
In the morning; l^e would have to hurry and miss breakfast J.f he was 
going to be at his post on the bridge in time for his morning duty 
period. He wondered when Rhian had left him; it wa.s most unu.sual 
for him to sleep so heavily that he did not notice someone moving 
around the room. 

Takitig a. deep breath he stretched his body contentedly, then 
flicking back the bed cover he rose and headed for the bathroom. As 
he took his shower he became aware of how happy he was, and how much 
at peace he felt with hlrnBelf. 

Ten minutes later he was striding along the corridor tcswards 
the turbolift. As Vue reached it the doors opened and out stepped 
McCoy, 

"Dr. McCoyt" he said, with a. definite note of elation in his 
voice, "Good morning?" 

"Er. . . umra. . , good morning, .Gpock. ^Jpock?" McCoy croaked. The 
Vulcan was definitely radiating - what'i? Happiness? Never? That 
was impossible... wasn’t it? 

"Spock?" McCoy sai.d again, with a look of uttei* disbelief on 
his face. "Are you all right?" 

Spock stepped into the l.ift and turned to face him, eyebrows 
ralse<i innocently. "I am pei'fectly well, thank you. Doctor," 

McCoy made to get back into the lift, but the doors closed and 
he was left standi,ng in front of them. Inside the lift .Spock hal.f 
smiled to himself as he envisaged McCoy standing in the corridor 
shaking his head in disbelief 

On the bridge Spock found Rhian deep in conversation with the 
Captain. Kirk turned to face his First Officer. 
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”Ah, Spook,** liea aaid. ’’The landing par-ty will asaemtale In 
sickbay - no-one is to he allowed down on that planet without being 
immunised agai.nBt the virus.” 

Spock nodded and went to his computer station. 

"ir.TA at the planet, Mr. Spock?*' asked Kirk. 

"One point one five hours, Captain.** 

"Good. Get that landing party sortesd out and report: as Bo<5n an 
everything is ready." 

"Yea, air." 

"Dr. Tirak," Ki:rk continued, shifting his attention to Rhian, 
**go with Mr. Spock and make sure that everyone concerned gets their 
turn wlt;h the. hypo." 

"Yes, air," replied Rhian as she followed Spock into the lift. 

".Sickbay," ordered Spock aa the doors closed. He stood still, 
not sure what he shoul!! say oj.’ do. 

Rhian had no such qualms. She stepped in front of him and ran 
her fingers delicately along the tip of hia right ear. He half 
closed hla eyes as he felt the link between them; she reached up and 
kissed the tip of hla nose - it was a moat curious sensation. He 
took a deep breal;h of satisfaction and closed his arms around her, 
holding her tightly for a moment, then released her rel.uctantly as 
they reached their destination. 

The landing party consisted of Dr, McCoy, Dr. Tirak, Nu:rse 
Chape.l, a Junior nurse, and two security guards. Each one was 
summoned to slckhay where Rhian was waiting with a hypo spray. The 
vaccination.^ were soon completed, and McCoy turned to Rhian. 

"That's everyone done except you, Doctor," he said, a hypo 
ready in his hand. 

"There's no need for me to have one," she assured him. "I had 
a shot two weeks ago before T left Earth." 

Spock also received a shot as he was to beam down to the 
planet's medical centre when the Job was finished, to ensut'e that 
everything had been carr.ied out satisfactorily. 

Finally everything was t’eady; the hypo sprays had been 
carefully pa.cked and the landing par'ty had been thoroughly briefed 
by Mr. Spock. They made their w.sy to the transporter room, where 
Spock contacted the bridge. 

"Landing party ready for transportation, Captain,** he said. 

"Very well," answered Kirk. "Good luck." 

They tooV:. their places on the transporter pads. Spock operated 
the controls, and he noticed that Rhian gave him s saucy wink as she 
and the others shimmered and disappeared. He stood alone in the 
room for a moment, and allowed himself a brief smile. 
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Hour's later' Spock contacted McCoy and was told that everything 
wa« progroBS Ing as planneid. The Arlan medical team had been 
treated, and had quickly learned V.iow to prepare the vaccine to treat 
the alr-eady suffering victims. 

The .junior nurse and the security guards returned to the 
Enterprise, leaving McCoy, Rhian arul Chapel to clear up and prepare 
for the re'lurn of the medical equipment to the Enterprise. 

Spock beamed down to speak to the head of the Arlan medical 
team, ai'^d the planet's Hi.gh Councillor; he was gratified to find 
tViat they were both very pleased with the effloJ.ency of the 
Enterprise and its medlc:al staff. 

TV\ere was a knock on the door and a few latecomers entered the 
room. Rhian went over to speak to them, and they followed her to 
the other side of the room where a. few hypos were still laid out on 
the table. She a.dmintste^■'ed the vaccine to the first man, and 
turned to the second. .Suddenly she dropped the hypo and put her 
fingers to her temples. Spook felt the pain, and wan at her side In 
an instant, catching her as sive lost consciousness. 

McCoy was close on Viis heels, and quickly ran his scanner over 
her. "She's been infected, Spock," he said. "So much for* tVie 
immunisation she recelvc^d c;n Earth." He turned to Cliristine Cliapel, 
who had come to stand behirK.'i him. "Can you finish off here, Nurse 
Chapel'?" he asked. 

"Of course. Doctor," she replied. "There are only one or two 
left to do." 


"Good." McCoy flipped open l'\is communicator. "McCoy to 
E n t e r p r 1 a e. " 

"Enterprise. Kirk here. What's wrong, Bones?" 

"It's Dr. Tli:'a.k, Jim. The immunisatiori she received on Earth 
appears to have been Ineffective. She'll have to go Into isolation 
for a. day or two. " 

"Okay, Bones. I'll advise sickbay, and we'll beam you directly 
into the isolation ward. .Stand by. Kirk out. " 

Spools was sill holding Rhian in his arms. He knew that McCoy 
was curious, but Rhian'a health was more Important at the moment; he 
would concern himself witli McC'oy’s thcnjghts later. His own thoughts 
were lost in the hum of the transporter, and they matertallsed in 
the isolation ward. 

McCoy went to the wall intercom. "McCoy to bridge." 

"Bridge. Kirk here." 

"We've arrived safely, .lim. My congratulations to Mr*. Scott. 
I’ll keep you posted. McCoy out." 

While McCoy had been speaking Spook had laid Rhian gently on 
one of the beds. He made her comfortable and switched on the 
diagnostic panei- 

McCoy arrived at the bedside to find an extremely worried 
looking Vulcan engrossed in the panel readings. The doctor ran his 
scanner over Rhian again, then inspected the panel himself. The 
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I'eadlngs were a stranse mixture of Human and Vulcan. Spook knew 
that over the yea.rs McCoy Iva.d come to understand the same strange 
readings from hlmoeJ.f; also, the doctor's knowledge of Vulcan 
medicine had Inoi'eaaed considerably since he had Joined the 
Enterpi'ise. 

Spock and McCoy looked at each other. The doctor hesitated. 
Spock .showed no signs of leaving to report to the Captain. Choosing 
his words carefully, he spoke without looking at the First Officer. 

’’Perhaps you should take the opportunity to .i*eport to the 
Captain. Umm... You could be back here before she wakes up - 
she’ll be out for at least another hour or so.” 

Spock was too much concerned about Rhian to remonstrate with 
McCoy, and merely nodded as he looked down into her sleeping face. 

”T will return in thirty minutes.” He turned abruptly and left the 
room. 


Exactly 29.S minutes later the doors of the isolation ward 
swished open. Spock ignored McCoy, who was engrossed in a pile of 
work at his desk, and went straight to Rhian's bedside, where he got 
himself a. chair and sat down. 

McCoy walked casually to the other side of the bed. Spock did 
not look up, but he could sense the doctor’s discomfort as he 
checked the diagnostic panel. 

Without looking at the First Officer McCoy said quietly, 

”Umm. . . I’m off to the brl.dge, Spock, if you need me.” He quickly 
left the i'oom before the Vulcan had time to repl.y, If Indeed he 
intended to do so. 


Spook stared at the diagnostic panel, watching the small red 
light blinking in time with Rhian’s heartbeat. It was strangel.y 
comforting to sit with her*. He had tested the link between them 
earlier - It was still there, despite the fact that she was fighting 
the virus. After Dr. McCoy had left he had told her that she would 
recover, and that he would be here when she awoke. Now all he had 
to do was wait. 

The time seemed to pass so slowly. His eyes began to feel, 
heavy, and gradisal.l.y Rhian’s face became more and more blurred. He 
shook h.ls head to try and disperse the groggy feeling, but nothing 
happened. He couldn’t shake his head - indeed, he couldn’t shake 
anything at all. His whole body felt leaden. The feeling struck 
him as being familiar - it was the same feeling he had experienced 
the morning he had col.lided with Rhian In the recreation room 
doorway. 

He forced his head up slightly to look at the panel above her 
head. All he could see a.nd hear was the sight and sound of the red 
light blinking - on - off - on ~ off. His eyes went slowly back to 
her face, b\it everything was out of focus. He began to feel 
light-headed, as if his body was floating. Everything was moving so 
slowly. The red light was still blinking - on - off - on - off. 

What was happe.ni.ng to hJ.mV His .limbs felt so heavy he could 
hardly move. His mind struggled to regain control. He began to 
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tak© deep breaths - In - out - In - out. Summoning all his strength 
l\e managed to sit up, only to find that someone had begtjn to slap 
his faoe. 

His fare began to sting -- this was ridioulous. He must stop 
them. He couldn’t; he could not lift his anms - they wene too 
heavy, and lust hung a.t hi,s sides, useless. 

The slapping continued. He began to bneathe deeply again, 
ooncentrat 1 ng, using all his power' to try and force some energy into 
his useless arms. Suddenly the adrenalin began to flow and he 
caught the offending hand as it flew to make contact with his face 
once again. Hlo vision began to clear and he realised that it was 
he who was sitting on the bed, ha who was the patient, not Rhian. 

His hand still gripped Rhlan’s wrist. 

"You’re hurting me,*’ she said, wincing with pain. 

He let go and looked up at the woman standing in front of him. 
Rhian Tirak - she real.ly was here. . . But surely it was &h& who was 
ill*? He frowned, ttien hi.s face cleared as he reraembe.red the falling 
rocks, the pain as they crashed down on top of him. Then - 
blackness. 

She was smiling at him, and he thought how glad he was to see a 
familiar face. He started to get up. 

"Oh no you don’t!” shie exclaimed, putting her hands on his 
shoulder’s and gently pushing him back onto the bed. "You are not 
getting up yet, Mr. Spook. You mueit give your broken bones time to 
heal proper 1.y. " 

Spock looked down to see the casts that held his left arm and 
right leg Eittll so that the bones coul.d knit together in the correct 
position. He also realised thrat hlo chest had been bound firmly; he 
must have damaged some riba. He relaxed back onto the pillow and 
watched Rirlan as she tidied the bed cover. 

"How long have you been on board?" he asked. 

".Since Just after you were brougVit back from Capricua V. No 
sooner had I arrived and reported for duty than Captain Kirk brought 
me here to care for you." 

Spock raised an eyebrow. "Thank you," he said quietly. 

The corners of her mouth tilted slightly. "My pleasure," she 
replied. She sighed, and stopped what she was doing, her eyes 
softened. "I have missed you, Spock," she said, her voice barely 
above a whisper. 

Spock cjpened his mouth to speak, but changed his mind as 
Captal.n Kirk and Dr. McCoy entered the room. 

"Ah!" said McCoy. "So you’re awake." 

"It would appear so, Doctor," replied Spock dryly. 

"And with all your usual charm. Hrraph! Those rocks obviously 
didn’t hit you hard enough," retorted McCoy. 

Spock’s eyebrow disappeared even further under his hair, and 
Kirk laughed. Rhian looked from one to the other in amazement. 
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’’Doti't: mind them, Nut'se,*’ eatd Kirk. ’'My two colleagues spend 
moat of theii’ time bickering with each other.” 

"Bickering, Captain?” said Spock queationingly. ’'Vulcana are 
incapable of bl.ekering. ** 

"Like hell they are!” snapped McCoy. "They*re notorious for 

it.” 


"Okay, okay,” chuckled Kirk. ”That’a enough. Bones ~ come 
with me. Spock - rest. Nurse Tirak - see that my First Officer 
stays exactly where he la. I don’t want to see him on duty until he 
can turn somersaults around this room.” 

Spock frowned slightly. "Captain, why should I wish to turn 
somersaults around sickbay? Surely it would be more sensl.ble to 
take that sort of execclse In the gymnasium.” 

Kirk smiled at his friend. "Never rnlnd, Spock. Just get 
well. " 

"That, I intend to do with the greatest speed. The very 
thought of spending more time than necessary under Dr. McCoy's 
supervision Is most disconcerting. ” 

McCoy almost exploded. "Spock. . . !” he splxittered. 

"Enonph/” ordered Kirk, and he u.shered the thoroughly enraged 
doctor from the r*oom. 

Rhian turned to her patient. "Tsk, tsk! Mi'. Spock, you really 
shouldn’t tease him so much. He is obviously a very emotional 
person,” 

Spock was about to r'eply, but she put her fingers to his lips. 
”Shhh?” she said. "Lie down, please, you must rest. Captain’s 
orders.” 

He lay down and she piilled the cover over him; as she did so 
her perfume wafted into his no.strilB. It was of Vulcan origin. He 
sniffed appreciatively, and relaxed. Looking up at her he said 
quietly, "Your perfume..." 

She smiled. ”Do you like it?” 

"Yea,” he said drowsily. 

”I hoped you might,” she whispered. 

He was almost asleep. She smiled down at him. 

"Your mother said you would,” she said. 


EPILOGUE 

It was two weeks after Spock had regained consciousness. His 
broken bones were almost completely healed and he was now able to 
walk unaided, albeit very slowly. He and Rhian were spending more 
and more time together. He taught her how to play three'-dlmensional 
chess properly, and she had actually beaten the Captain on one 
occasion - although not single handedly. 




The day finalil.y ari’ived when Spoek was allowed to move back 
into his quartera. Rhian was glad to see him bettei’, but sorry to 
see him leave sickbay. She would miss seeing him every day. Soon 
he would be bank on duty, and she woinld see him even less. She 
felt, however, that they had become much closer lately, and hoped 
that they would become more than fr-iends now that he was free of 
T * Pring. 


Spook and Kirk ha<3 spent the evenl.ng togetiier. Rhian Joined 
them after her duty period ended, and ten minutes later McCoy 
arrived and suggested they go to tlie observation deck to relax 

and watch the stars go by. Spock looked at his companl.ons, and the 
scene seemed strangely familiar. 

After a while Kirk stood up and stretched, yawning noisily. 

*'I'm off to bed. Goodnight, everyone.” 

*’Me, too,” said McCoy, standing up. ”.Spock, lt*s time you hit 
the sack as well.” 

Spock looked at the doctor in ama.^,ement. ”Hit the sack, 
Doctor?" 

”Oh, never mind," answered MCCoy. "Ask Nurse Tirak - she'll 
explain.” 

He was too ti.i'*e<1 to argue. 

"Nurse, make sure he gets to bed at a reasonable time.” 

”T will, Doctor.” 

They sat in silence for a while. Eventually Rhian stood up and 
held out her hand to her comp.anion. 

"Come on, Spock. 'To hit the sack* is an old slang expression; 
it simply means it's time to go to bed.” 

” Indeed.” 


"Yes, indeed. Come on.” 

He sl:ood up si if fly. rejecting her offered iiand. 

They made their way sl.owly to Deck 5>. It was Spock’s first 
full day out of sickbay, and he had already walked too far. As they 
reached the door he stumbled; Rhian stretched out her hand and he 
grasped it to stea.dy himself. 

”1 knew you should have gone to bed earlier,” she said sharply; 
her tone sounded quite abrupt, and she hastened to add that she was 
worried he might isave overtired himself. 

”T am quite all right.” 

"Oh no you are not,” she replied. 

She turned and hit the door button, then ignoring his protests 
helped him into the room and onto the bed. He was slightly 
irritated to find that he was too tired to argue. He sat obediently 
while she removed his boots, then his tunic. It was not right, that 
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she should ijndpess him, he tV\ought, but again, she was a nurse ~ of 
course :i t was all right. 

She stood in fr-wnl of him, hands on hips, and said, "If I find 
out that you ai’e not behaving yourself I wi.ll recommend to Dr. McCoy 
that you i^eturn to sickbay." 


"T will behave," he said meekly. 

"Good," Her voice softened and she lifted his legs onto the 
bed. "Now then," she continued, "loosen your trousers.” 


Spock looked up sha:rply. This wa.s going a bit far. Why had he 
not ordered her from the room? Chapel wouldn't have got this far. 

"Yoii cannot sleep in your trousers, Spock." She smiled 
slightly. "Surely you are not shy?" 


Spock didn’t move. Boots iind tunic were one thing, but 
troiiset's.. . Even Vulcans had some modesty. 

She sighed. "All right, " she sai.d, easing the bedcover from 
under him. She covered him ovet', leaving his legs showing from the 
knees down. "Right, now loosen your trousers. Please." 

"Very well. You will tur'n your back to me, please." 

Rhian turned her back and smiled to herself. Grown men were 
worse than children. 


"I am ready now." .Spook looked emba.rrassed as Rhian tidied his 
clothes and tucked the cover neatly around him. "You will, tell 
no-one. " 


"I’m not going to tell anyone, Spock. I am a nurse, here to 
help you, not to make you look foolish." 

He rela.xed slightly. He was being stupid - she was only doing 
her job. 

She dimmed tlse lights and in the close proxi.mity of his bedroom 
her perfume made him feel calm and slightly light-headed. He 
recalled hei' words wV\en he had first noticed the pleasant 
fragrar\ce. 'Your mother said you would. * Would what? 

She stood quietly beside 'nis bed, the perfume becoming stronger 
as she moved to straighten the cover. He caught her hand, and she 
looked at him questioningly, eyebrow raised. Dark eyes gazed deeply 
into silver grey, and locked. He had neve.r forgotten her eyes - 
they were so tieautif u.l. He sqvieezed his own eyes shut, and opened 
them again. It was obviously the perfume that made him feel as he 
did . . , 


Rhian raised her other hand and ran her fingers lightly over 
his cheek. 

"Rhian..." he breathed, his body quivering uncontrollably. The 
perfume. . . it mxiBt be the perfume. . . 

She smiled at him lovingly, bent her head, and kissed him 
tenderly on the lips, knowing the effect the perfume would have on 
hi.m. His mother was right. 
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’’Sleep now. We w.ll!!. talk tomorrow,” she whispered, iier voice 
trembling slightly. Again she bent her head, this time touching her 
lips to his forehead as a mother' would to her child. 

Then, she was gone. 

Spook tried breathing deeply to regain control, but the air was 
still heavy with her perfume. His mother obviously knew more about 
Vulcans than he gave her credit for. She certainly knew about 
perfume. He tried unsuccessfully to sort out his Jumbled thoughts, 
but abandoned the idea. Instead, he prepared himself for sleep. 

A faint smile r'ested on his lips as he slipped Into 
unconsciousness. It seemed as if his dream might come true. 




If I come to you, 

What can I bring of worth 
When this green Earth is all 
I’ve ever known? 

Is my Gour'age equal 
To all that I’ll face 
In the constant struggle 
There to find a home? 

Everything you take for granted 
I’ll need to learn. 

Everything that' s natux’a.1 
I’ll find so strange. 

Will you be patient with me 
If I prove less 
Than I must be 

To fit your world of change? 
Will you hold me close 
When rny heart weeps dry tears, 
Fearing that my best efforts 
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niiui ID u [niitiut indnin 


by 

Tereaa Abbott 


They ssit in the briefing; room, the table between them, and it 
might as wel.l be a wall. 

Kirk speaks first, his voice tight and controlled, and he is 
deeply aware that he is hiding behind his authority. 

''So you're telling me, Mr. Spock, that you still haven't foun<l 
a suitable method by which we can achieve our objective*?" 

Spock also knows how to take refuge in formality, although it 
has been a long time since he has had to adopt quite such a Vulcan 
front with this man. 

"I regret that I have been unable to find a viable solution." 

With a gesture of impatience the Captain leans forward and 
punches up some data on the computer screen. 

"And this?" The words on the screen rest accusingly between 

them. 


Spock's face doesn’t change. "I repeat, 1 have been unable to 
find an acceptable solution." 

"So it -iB viable?" Kirk is not one to be fooled by the 
juggling of words. The Vulcan’s stony silence confirms this. 

Suddenly tired of their verbal fencing, the Captain allows his 
shoulders to sag, and he sits back in the chair. 

"Spock, please. I don't like it either. We've been through it 
and through it, and there is no alternative. We’re both of \js under 
orders and this is one time when personal considerations will have 
to he pushed aside." 

For a moment the appeal almost softens the Vulcan's resolve. 

He knows his Captain too well, however, to be won over so quickly by 
his charm. 

"Sir, my opinion stands. I find myself unable to agree with 
your proposed course of action." 

The extreme formality of the Vulcan’s reply finally shatters 
Kirk’s control. Flushed with anger, he stands, and his voice is as 
cold as ice. 

"I don't need your agreement. If necessary, I'll make it an 
order. " 

Their eyes meet and hold, and for a second or two something 
passes between them, something which neither of them can at this 
time acknowledge if they are to go through with the suggested 

events. 






"TViat if), of coui-ae, youi' 


Finally Spook lookB down, 
prerogati ve, Captain. '* 

In exasperation, Kirk turns and leaves the roonri, without even 
glanotng back, unable and utiwilling to continue the argument 
further. 


Left Slone in the briefing room, Spock allows his firm control 
to Blip. Tlie oos'ifrontation has been unpleasant, but inevitable. He 
has known tha.t ever since coming across the libra.ry entry several 
ho\4ra ago. Ke leans forward now and re-reads the words on the 
computer monitor, words Ite knows virtually from memory. 

'Tal-moran: one of several Vulcan methods of self defence, all 
prefixed ’tal-', each Inc.apacttating the victim to a different 
degree. In its most extreme form, tal--shaya, the object is the 
death of the vlcti.m, either as a form of defence, or as a method of 
execution. 

'Tal-moran does not kill, the victim, but inflicts a paralysis 
that closely resembles death. For Vulcans, the effects are not long 
lasting. For non-Vulcan races, the effects are not well 
researched. Logic, therefore, does not dictate its use unleBS there 
i s no a 11erna.t i ve. * 


SJpock’s mind fli.es back over the years, as i.t did the first 
time he c.ame across the entry. He sees himself again as .a young boy 
receiving iiistruction on \.h.jlca.n. He remembers wl.tii absolute clarity 
the filmed demonstration of the various Vulcan nerve grips. 

T.al.-moran. The agony on the .face of the vl.ct.im is stl.ll 
vividly etched in his memo.i'y. 


Now his mind spans the years to another time, also on Vulcan. 
McCoy’s voice, charged with emotion. ’’These men are friends. To 
force them to fight. . 

Ironically, thi.s time it Is Jim himself who l.s asking Spock to 
use violence as a means to an end. Expecting hi.m to vc3luntar:Lly 
j.nfllct such a dangerous, unpredictable pa.ra.lys.l.s, while totally 
trusting that Spock will never harm him. 


In theory, the rl.sk of permanent injui'y pi'obably minimal. 
Jim will not conscio;ioly fl.ght the paralysi.s, thus lessening the 
chance of permanent damage. 

Yet Jim's is hardly the most pl.iable of minds. What If his 
subconscious, so used to sensing Spock as a. fr.lend, rebels at the 
unexpected Image of Spock as enemy, and resists? The effects would 
be catastrophic for both of them. 


There la no Justification in Spook’s mind for risking sxich a 
possibility. 


A.dmi ttedly, 
the plan as fast 
think th.is thing 
alternative. 


Starfleet is very anxious that they proceed with 
as possible. Yet Spock still feels that if they 
through properly they w.ill. find another 


Resigned, he makes his decision. Even though J .Im will, not 
fully understand or approve, he will have to stand firm in hi.s 




oppoa i. t i on . 
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If .7 l.iti insists In I’usVnlng ahead with this plan, ovei'-optImlstIc 
and Impulsive as usual, he will have to do so as Captain, and not as 
friend. 

Saddened by this temporary rift in their friendship, Spook 
finally stands ar»d leaves the room. 


Alone in his cabin later that evening, Kirk wearily rests his 
head in his hands and finally acknowledges defeat. He has obviously 
seriously underestimated Just how hard all this would be for Speck. 
He should have anticipated that tine rules Spock so believed in would 
make it difficult for him to approve the proposals. He understands 
that Spook's objections arise mainly out of fear for his Captain's 
safety. 

Ultimately, however, Starfleet orders cannot be delayed any 
longer, and, as usual, the final burden of responsibility rests with 
him. Although he would much prefer Spock to back him in this as his 
friend, and not just his second-in-command, this time he will have 
to tie strong enough for both of them and override Spook's 
object ions. 

With regret, h,e concedes ttiat this time he will have to make it 
a Command Decision. 
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You stand berjide me 
A B yo u did of old. 

And yet you look at me 
With stranger’s eyes. 

I try to stir the ashes 
Of what was. 

But you just look back 
In polite surprise. 

No matter how I try 
You won't respond; 

Your face a once-loved door 
That now has closed. 

I can't reach you. 

Still, stubbornly, I try; 
But if I ever shall 
I cannot know. 



Sheryl Peterson 
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